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8 IR. 5 a 741 * 8 . 
OH a natural Right to this Piece, ſince. 
N pour. Advice I attempted the Reha of, 
572 | 62 it with Attention. Notkirg but the Hocu v 
SF of hour Porſuoſiens, and my Leal for all 
PS yr the Remains of Shakeſpear, cou'd have 
$I wrought me te {© held an Cndertaking. I. 
founa that the "ono ling of this Story, word force 
i me, ſoietimes on ihe diu 7 ark of making the ht. feſt 
Perſon 75 7 like their. Charoers, on Hater #4 
ad no | 


. eoberef .. i mo Ground in 2 Author. Lear's real 
end Edgar"; preterided Hache]! hate ſo much, of extrava- 


gant Nature, (I Know not bow offe to extreſi it,) as 
der Love ffaried, bunt from eur Shakeſpcar's G. 
I ting Fancy. Tle [ages and Languages are ſo odd and”. 
ei, aud yet ſo agrecable and froſ er, it <obiljt * 
'e grant that none tut Shakeſpear cou'd have feru'd- juch: 
Cenceptions 3 yet edge ore [11;frtibet Hey were the only” 
Things it the Hirld that diet fo be ſaid on theſe ms 
frons. I found the Ii lle to an ſtoer yerr . of 1t;, 4. , 
Heap of Jectel, anſrung, ard wvnfolijt'd; yet fo" d. 
line in t} cir Diſerder, that I feen perceiv'd / had ſeig'd 
a Treaſure, "Twn:- »'y gcod Forture to light on one Kr we 
pedtent to vellify what vas cvantirg in the Regularuy "Y 
and Probability ef the Tate, hich cha, 10 run throunh 
the I tle, as Love betwixt Edgar and Cordelia; that 
never. chang d Word. ewith each other in the Original. 
2 Nit renders Cordelia's Fuchfgfrrenre, and her Father's 
Paſſion in the firſt Scene, probable. It likewiſe gives 
Countenance to Edgar's Digg, making that à generous 
Deſign that vas before a toor Miſt to ſave his Life. The 
res of the Story is evidently beightened by it; and 
* ertigatlarly, gave Orcafion of 4 nec Srene, or Teo, 


j* chore: ceſs ( perhaps ) than - Alerit.. This UYethed ne-. ul 
| R A 2 ceſſarix 


5 518 4770 N. 
Ma * me on making the Tale conclude in a Sic- 
ceſs to the innocent defiye „ Obere muſt 
bave incumbered the rote e dehd Bodies, which Con- 
Ault makes many Tragedies conclude with wnſeaſonable 
2 Yet cha I wwrack'd with no ſmall Fears fur ſo bol 
ee, Till I found it well receiv d by Amdience ; 
and if this evill 2 ſatisfy the Reader, I can produce an 
Autbority that queſtionleſs «vill. Neit * 1 it _ ſo * 
vial an ndertaking to make a T | 
end happily, for "tis more difficn Hp x4 
fave than” tis to kill: the Dagger and Pref; * 3 


Cup of Poyſon are always in N ließ; Spaniſh F 
but to bri 5 the Adlon to the Jaſt Ex- «ty . 


ttemity, and then by probable Means to recover All, 


will require the Art and udgment of a Writer, and coſt 


Him many a Pang i in the Performance. 
hate one ng more to apolog ze fer, whi 15 * 
E 


J have uid Ie eſs 0 
neweſt Parts 7 Fain 7 nfl, Deſign in 


me, partly io comply evith my Author's & the 
Scenes a Piece. and jarth to give it 
the Time and Perſons hers vepreſentede *This, Sir, [ 


mit evbolly to you, cube are both a Fudge and Maſter 
7 Style. av bad exempted yon * 5 gem 
Atrocd from tbe 1oveſe Smurnine Humour of 
#y, and you brought Home the Keef He with 
ont the AeBtatiom: Many Faults I ſee in the following 
Pages, and quaſticn not lut yon «<will diſccur more; 
Jill preſume ſo far on your Friendbip, as to make * 
Fl: a Te to you, end Subſcribe my ſelf, * 


* . our obliged Fried: 
115 . c banbbe Seide 


PROLOGUE: 


98 by Miſtakes your beſt Delights are made, 


( For e'en your Wives canpleaſe in Maſquerade, ) 
Tuere worth our Mule to ave drawn you in this 
My a new Name to our old honeſt Play (Day 
But he that did this Evening s Treat prepare 
Bluntly reſolv'd before-hand to declare © 
Tour Eatertainment ſhould be moſt old Fare. 

Tet hopes, fince in rich Shakeſpear's Sil it grew, 
*T will reliſh yet, with thoſe whoſe Taſts are 8 
And his Ambition is to pleaſe a Few. 

I” then this Heap of Flow'rs ſha!l chance to wear 
Freſh Beauty in the Order they now bear, 

Even this Shake ſpear's Praiſe ; each Ruſti.k knows 
* Mong ft plenteons Flow'rs a Garland to compoſe, 
Which ſtrung by this courſe Hand may fairer ſhow, 
But *twas a Power Divine fi-ſt made em grow, 
Why ſb:u'd theſe Scenes lie hid, in which we find 
/ at may at once divert and tea:h the Mud; 
Alrals were always proper for the Stage, 

But are ev'n neceſſary in this Age. 

Poets muſt take the Churches teaching Trade, 

Since Prieſts their Province of Intrigue invade ; 
But we the Worſt in this Exchange have got, 

Ia vain our Poet; preach, whilſt Churchmen plot. 
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_ The PERSONS. 


NX. 
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ING Lear, Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Gill. 


Mr. Wilſhire. 
Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Jo. Williams 
Mr. Norris. 
Mr. Bomman. 


Mr. Jevon. 


Mrs. Shadwel. 
Lady Slingsby. 
Mrs. Barry. 
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Enter Baſtard folus, 
HOU Nature art my Goddeſs,. 
| to thy Law 5 | 
My Services are bound; why 
A * riv a 5 t 
72 5 = 1 I came not | 
; © AY, In the dull Road that Cuſtom 
5 I has preſcrib'd ? 
75. Why Baſtard, wherefore Baſe, when I can boaſt 
A Mind as gen'rous, and a Shape as true 
"I As honeſt Madam's Iſſue? Why are we 
Held Baſe, who in the luſty Stealth of Nature 
Take fiercer Qualities than what compound 
The ſcanted Births of the ſtale Marriage-bed ; 


Welt 
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Well then, legitimate Edgar, to thy Right 

Of Law I wil! oppoſe a Baſtard's 54 

Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmund 

As to legitimate Edgar ; with Succeſs | 

I've practis'd yet on both their eaſy Natures : 

Here comes the old Man chaf d with th* Information 

Which laſt I forg'd againſt my Brother Edgar, 

A Tale fo plauſſßle, {o boldly utter'd, 

And heightned by ſuch lucky Accident, 

That now the lighteſt Circumſtance confirms him, 

And baſe-born Edmund ſpight of Law inherits. 
Enter Kent and Gloſter. 

Gloſt. Dgaßren my Lord, your Charity 

Oer ſhoots it ſelf ro plead in his Behalf; 

You are your ſelf a Father, and may feel 

The Sting of Diſobedience from a Son 
Firſt-born and beſt-belov'd: Oh Villain Ear! 

Kent. Be not too raſh, all may be Forgery, 
And Time yet clearthe Duty of your Son. 

Glo. Plead with the Seas, and reaſon down the 
Yet ſhall thou ne'er convince me, I have ſeen [Winds, 
His foul Deſigns through all a Father's Fondnefs : 

But be this Light and thou my Witneſſes, 
That I diſcar'd him here from my Poſlcſſions, 
Divorce him from-my Heart, my Blood, and Name. 

Baſt. It works as I cou'd wiſh; I'll ſhew my ſelf. 

Git. IIa! Edmund! welcome Boy; O Kent ! ſee here 
Inverted Nature, Glefter's Shame and Glory, 
This by-born, the wild fally of my Youth, 
Purſues me with all filial Ofhces, 
Whilſt ZJzar, beg'd of Heaven, and born in Honour, 
Draws Plagues on my white Head, that urge me ſtill 
To curſe in Age the Pleaſure of my Youth. 
Nay, weep not, Eamund, for thy Brother's Crimes; 
O genergus Boy ! thou ſhar'ſt but half his Blood, 
Yet lov'it beyond the Kindneſs of a Brother: 
But I'll reward thy Virtue. Follow me. - 
My Lord, you wait the King, who comes reſolv'd 
To quit the Toils of Empire, ang gizide a 
His Realms amongſt his Daugh i; n 2 ſucceed it ; 
But much J fear the Change. 8 2 
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Kent tee him , 
With ſuch wild Starts of Paffion en hourly i'd, 
As render Majeſty between itſelf. 

Gleft. Alas ! tis the * 
Vet has his Temper even been unfixt, 
Chol'rick and ſaddcn ; Gs 


wt Gl and haſt. 
Flomifb.- | Ever Lear, Coma Ale | 
+ Edgar, Gonerit, Regan, Cordelia, 255 1 
Cordelia at Entrance.” © 
Edgar. Cordelia, Royal Fair, turn yet once morc, 
And Cer ſucceſsful Burgzndy receive 
The Treaſure of thy Beauties from the | 
E'er happy EP for ever fold Tie- 0 
Caſt back one ine ng Look on wretched Edgar. 


Zo Alas! What wou'd the wrerched Edger with 
The more unfortunate Cordelia 


Who in Obedience to à Father's W. ill 122 
Flies from her Zqgar's Arms to Burgundy s 


Lear. Attend my Lords of 422 and Cm, 
With Princely 22. 


E Gd 7 


In Fires our Kingdom, 


» - 


W., Lords, = * 
12 e TRIED - = 


To difengage 88 aur long 5 of State, N 
Conferring all 1. — your yo nr e EY 
You Burgundy, Cerneuall and y- 90 


Long in our Court have made our amorous aN 7 
And now are to be anſwer d. Tell me, my Wasen, 
Which of you loves us moſt, that we may Lat 
Our la Bounty with our largeſt Merit. 
Goneril, Our Eile born, Tpeak firſt. 300 —— 
Gon. Sir, I do Jove yo than. Wards can ute 
Beyond what can be 505 A Rick, h, a» Rare; | 
No wy , nor Sight, ke, Hae Fame, 5 Beauty, al 


car, my ou 725 vile, 
I 2 per 2 love the 


Lear. Of all theſe Bo ena | i Line to this, 
7 þ 9 eee 

it Al $ Lag). 
88 her Lays our My: "he: | 


at n ; 4 TG 28 


We make 


* 
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"M My, Siſter, Sir, in Part, expreſt my Lene. 
For ſuch as hers, is ming, though more extended 125 4: 
| Senſe has no other Joy that I can reliſh, | 
1 in my Sear Li e Love. gil 1. 
herefore A thee nd thine Kingdom, | 
Remain this ample Third of our fair Ki 
Cord” Now comes my Trial, how am T + ry 
That muſt with cold Speech tempt the — 
Rather to leave me Dowerleſs, then — , 
To loath'd Embraces. | 
Le Speak now our laſt, not leaſt in our dear Lis, 
So ends my Task of State, — Cordelia, ſpeak? 
What canſt thou fay to win a richer Third 
Than what thy Siffers gain'd ? 
. Now muſt my Love, in Words, fall ſhort of theirs, 
As much as ir 5 in Truth my Lond- 
Lear. Nothing can come of Nothin _ 
* — — om 1 n | 
r, as T ought I love your * * an 
No REELS: + | Fe 1 71 
Lear. Take heed, Cordelia. Cv 
Thy Fortunes are at ſtake, e ont, 
And mend thy Speech a little. e . G eK 9 
| —— GL! | or 
ve me 27 me, dearly lore me, | 
return m as I onght; =, 
Oe ou, love. ou, or moſt honour you ; 
have m ers Husbands, if they love you All: 
Ha 15 It wed, the Lord whoſe Hand 
Shall — my Plight, will carry half my Love; 
Fat I ſhall never marry like my Sifers, | © 
To love my Father all. 
© Lear. And goes dy Heart with this? | 
Tis faid that Frick, Judge me, FT | 
Is there not cauſe ? Now Mins perceive 
The Truth of what has been ſuggeſted to bs : 
Thy Fondnefs for the Rebel Son of Glo 
Falic to his Father, as thou art to mx 8 
And, oh! take heed, raſh Girl, leſt we comply x 
With thy fond Withes, which thon wilt too ball 4 
8 or know our Nature cannot brook” 


— 


1 © "Shag and ſo ungentile. N Cid. 


St: 


Ning LEAR. AY 
Cord. So Young, my Lord, and True. 
Dar. Thy Truth then be thy Dow'r ; 
For by the ſacred Sun, and folemn Night, 
J here diſclaim all my paternal Care, 
And from this Minute hold thee as a Stranger, 
Both to my Blood and Favour. 
ent. This is Franzy. 
Conſider, good my Liege, 
Lear. Peace, Kent ; 


te. 
ing come not between a 1 2 and his Rage; 
we, 


T lov'd her moſt, and in her tender Truſt 
Dclign'd to have beſtow'd my Age at Eaſe: 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give 
My Heart from her, and with it all my Wealth: 
My Lords of Cornwall, and of Albany, 
I do inveſt you jointly in full Right 
In this fair Third, Cordelia's forfeit Dow'r. 
Mark me, my Lords, obſerve our laſt Reſolve, 
Our Self, attended with an hundred Knights, 
Will make Abode with you in monthly Courſe ; 
The Name alone of King remain with me, 
Yours be the Execution and Revenues ; 
This is our final Will; and to confirm it, 
This Coronet part between you. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 
Lov'd as my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 
[265 1 And, as my Patron, thought on in my Prayers. 
Lear. Away, the Bow. is bent, make from the Shaft. 
* Kent. No, let it fall and drench within my Heart, 
Be Kent unmannerly when Lear is mad; 
Thy youngeſt Daughter R 
Lear On thy Life no more. 
Kent, What wilt thou do, old Man? 
Lear Out of my Sight. 
Kent: See better firſt. 
Lear. Now by the 60d. | 
Kent. Now by the Gods, raſh King, thou ſwear'ſt in 
Leay. Ha, Traitor ! (vain, 
Kent. Do, kill thy Phyſician Lear; | 
Strike thro* my Throat, yet with my lateſt Breath 
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Thy hated Trunk be found in our Dominions, 


* 
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I'll thunder in thine Ear my juſt Complaint, 
And tell Thee to thy Face that thou doſt ill. 
Lear. Hear me, rah Man; on thy Allegiance hear me ; 
Since thou haſt ſtriy'n to make Us break our Vow, 
And preſt between our Sentence and onr Pow'r, 
Which nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 
We baniſh thee forever from our Sight 
And Kingdom; if when three Days are expir'd, 


L588 


That Moment is thy Death; Away. N 

Kent. Why fare thee well, King; ſince thou art re- 
I take thee at thy Word, and will not Ray, (folv'd, 
To ſee Thy Fall: The Gods protect the Maid 1 
That truly thinks, and has moſt juſtly ſaid. | 
Thus to new Climates my old Truth I bear, 


Friendſhip lives hence, and Baniſhment is here. [Exit 4 

Lear. Now, Burgundy, you ſee her Price is faln, A. 
Vet if the Fondneis of your Paſſion ſtill 1 l 
Affects her as ſhe ſtands, Dow'rlefs, and loſt A, 
In our Eſteem, ſhe's your's; take her, or leave her. ; 


Burg. Pardon me, Royal Lear, I but demand 
The Dow'r yourſelf propos'd, and here I take 
Cordelia by the Hand, Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Then leave her, Sir, for by a Father's Rage 
I tell you all her Wealth. Away. | 

Burg. Then, Sir, be pleas'd to charge the Breach 
Of our Alliance on your own Will, 

Not my Inconſtancy. ; 
[Exeunt. Manet Edgar and Cordelia. 

Ede. Has Heaven then 7 the Merit of my Love, 
Or ist the Raving of my ſickly Thought? 

Cou'd Burgundy forgo ſo rich a Prize, 

And leave her to deſparing Edgar's Arms? 
Have I thy Hand Cordelia? Do I claſp it? 
The Hand that was this Minute to have join'd 
My hated Rival's? Do I kneel before thee, 
And offer at thy Feet my panting Heart 
Smile, Princeſs, and convince me; for as yet 
I doubt, and dare not truſt the dazling Joy. 

Cord, Some Comfort yet, that twas no vicious Blot 
That has depriv'd me of a Father's Grace, * 


,, 


t re- 
}lv'd, 


lot 


But 


—_— 


King LEAR. „ 
Brit meerly want of that which makes me Rich 
In wanting it; a ſmooth profeſſing Tongue: 
O Siſters! I am loth to call your Fault 
As it deſerves; bur uſe our 0 ather well, 
And wrong'd Cordelia never ſhall repineg# 
Edg. O heav'nly Maid! that art thyſelf thy Dow'r, 
Richer in Verrue than the Stars in Light, 
Edgars humble Fortunes may be grac't , 
With thy Acceprance, at thy Feet he lays em m 
He, my Cordelia ! doft thou turn away ? 10 
What have I done t offend thee ? 
Cord. Talk't of Love. | 
Edg. Then I've offended oft, Cordelia too 
Has A wg me ſo to offend. 
Cord. When, Edgar, I permitted your Addreſſesz 
I was the darling Daughter of a King, 
Nor can I now torget my Royal Birth, 
And live dependant on my Lover's Fortune; 
I cannot to 3 low a Fate ſubmit; 
And therefore ſtudy to forget your Paſſion, 
And trouble me upon this Theme no more. 
Etdg. Thus Maxſty takes moſt State in Diſtreſs! 
How are we toſt on fp ortune's fickle Flood! 
The Wave that with ſurprizing Kindneſ brought 
The dear Wreck to my Arms, has ſnatcht it back, 
And left me mourning on the barren Shoar. 
Cord. This baſeneſs of th' ignoble Burgundy, [ Aſide. 
Draws juſt Suſpicion on the Race of Men; 
His Love was Int'reſt, ſo may Edgar's be, 
And He, but with more Complement, diſſemble; 
If fo, I ſhall oblige him by denying: 
But if his Love be fixt, ſuch conſtant Flame 
As warms our Breaſts, if ſuch I find his Paſſion, 
My Heart as grateful to his Truth ſhall be, 
And could Gordelia prove as kind as He. Ie. 
| Enter Baſtard haſtily. ent 
Baſt. Brother, I've found you in a 9 4 Minute, 
Fly and be ſafe, ſome Villain hgs incens . © 
Our Father againſt your Life. * 
Eqg. Diſtreſt Cordelia! but ho! more Cruel. 
Baſt. Hear me, Sir, you Life, your Life's in _ 
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14 The His TORY of 
Edg. A Reſolve fo ſudden, . 


And of ſuch black Importance! 


Baſt. Twas not ſudden, 
Some Villain has of long Time laid the Train. 
Edg. And yet perhaps twas but pretended Coldneſ,, 
To try how far my Paſhon would purſue. 
| Baſt. He hears me not; wake, wake, Sir. 
. Say ye, Brother ? 
No Tears, Edmund, if thus bring'ſt me Tidings 
To ftrike me dead, for Charity delay- not, 
That Preſent will befit ſo kind a Hand. 
Baſt. Your Danger, Sir, comes on ſo faſt, 
That I want Time t' inform you; but retire 
Whilſt I take Care to turn the preſſing Stream. 
O Gods! For Heaven's Sake, Sr. 
Ae. Pardon me, Sir, a ſerious Thought 
Had ſeiz d me, but I think you talk'd of Danger, 
And wiſht me to retire; Muſt all our Vows 
End thus? — Friend, I,obey you. — O Cordelia. [Exit. 
Baſt. Ila! ha! fond Man, ſuch credulous Honeſty 
Leſſens the Glory of my Artifice; 
His Nature is ſo far from doing Wrongs, 
That he ſuſpects none: If this Letter ſpeed, 
And paſs for Edear's, as himſelf wou'd own 
The Counterfeit, but for the foul Contents, 
Then my Deſigns are perfect. Here comes Gloſter. 
Emter pg 
Gloft. Stay, Edmund, turn; What Paper were you 
24% A Trifle, Sir. bn — 1 
Gloſt. What needed then that terrible Diſpatch of it 
Into your Pocket? Come, produce it, Sir. 
Baſt. A Letter from my Brother, Sir, I had 
uſt broke the Seal, but knew not the Contents; 
et, fearing they might prove too blame, 
Endeavour d to conceal it from your Sight. 
G 7 Tis Edear's Character. Read. 
his Policy of Fathers is intollarable, that keeps ow 
Fortunes from us till Age will not ſuffer us to en jo 
"em; I am cbeary of the J. anny: Come to me, 
that of this I may ſpeak more. If our Father <ooull 
Sleep "till I <vak'd him, you ſhould enjoy half bil 
| Poſſeſſions, and live belov dof your Brother Edgar. 


| King LE AR. I 
. ill L wak'd him ! you ſhou'd enjoy 
Halt his Poſſeſſions Edoavr to write this 
Gainſt his indulgent Father! Death and Hell! 
Inc, Fly, EZimund, ſeek him out, wind me into him, 
That I may bite the Traytor's Heart, and fold 
His bleeding Entrails on my ven eful Arm. 
Baft. key twas writ, m re to prove my Vir- 
1gs Gloſt. Theſe late Eclipſes of the Sun Mam (tue. 
Car bode no leſs; Love cools, and Fricndſhip fails, 
In Cities Mutiny, in Countries Diſcord, 
The Bond of Nature crackt 'twixt Son and Father: 
Find ont the Villain ; do it carefully, 
And it ſhall loſe thee Nothing. | [Exit. 

Baſt. So now Project's firm; hut to make ſure 

I'll chrow in one Proof more and that a bold one; 
IH place old Gloſter where he ſhall o'er-hear us 
er of this Deſign ; whilſt, to his thinking, 
Deluded Edgar ſhall accuſe himſelf, | 
Be Honeſty my Int'rcſt, and I can 
Be Honeſt too: And what Saint ſo Divine, | 
That will ſucceſsful Villany decline? Exit. 
Enter Kent dife:is'd. 

Kent. Now banifht Kent, if thou canſt pay thy Duty 
In this Diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
Thy Maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of Labours. 

Enter Lear attended. 

Lear. In there, and tell our Daughter we are here. 
gor, What art thou) 
2 of it Kent. A Man, Sir. 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs, or wou'dſt with us? 
| Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem, to ſerve 
4 him truly that puts me in Truſt, to love him that's 

honeſt, to converſe with him that's wiſe and ſpeaks 
little, to fight when I can't chuſe; and to cat no Fiſh. 
Read. Lear. I ſay, what art thou ? 
eeps o Kent. A very honeſt-hearted Fellow, and as poor as 


to en the King. 
to we, Lear. Then art thou poor indeed. Wbat canſt 
Kent. I can keep honeſt Council, mar a curious Tale 


er bol thou do ? 
in the Telling, deliver a plain Meſſage bluntly; that 


[Exit. 
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Of your Diſcretion, and 
This Diſpoſition that of late transforms you 
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Men are fit for, I am qualified in; and 


Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me. 
Enter one of Goneril's Gentlemen. 


Gent. Sit —ſxi; Kent rm after bin. 
Lear. What ſays the Fellow? Call me theClodpole back. 
Ant. My Lord, I know not; but methinks your 
hneſ is entertained with flender Ceremony. 
— He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not 
Well. 
Lear. Why came not the Slave back when I call'd 


kim? 

Serv. My Lord, he anſwered me i'th' ſurlieſt Manner, 
That he wou'd not. 

Re-enter Gentleman A in 2 Kent. 

Lear. I hope our Daughter did not ſo inſtruct him. 
Now, who am I, Sir? ; 

Gent, My Lady's Father. | 

Lear. My Lord's Knave. [Strikes him 


Goneril at the Entrance. 
Gon. By Day and Night; this is inſufferable, 
I will not bear it. | — 
+ Lear. Now, Daughter, why that Frontlet on? 
Speak, does that Frown become our Preſence? 
Gent. I'll not be ſtruck, my Lord. 
Kent. Nor tript neither, thou vile Ctvit-box. 
[Strikes ip bis Heel}. 
Gon. Sir, this licentious Inſolence of your Servants 
Is moſt unſeemly, hourly they break out 
In Quarrels bred; by making this known to you, 
I thought to have a Redreſs, but find too late 
That you protect and countenance their Outrage; 
And therefore, Sir, I take this Freedom, which 


Neceſſity makes diſcreet. 


Leer. Are you our Daugliter? h 
Gon: Come, Sir, let me entreat you to make uſe 
at off betimes 


From what you rightly are. , 


Lear. Docs any here know me? Why, this is 8.1 


Who is it that can tell me who I am ? 


Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much o'th” Savour + 5 


Of other your new Humours ; I beſecch you, 
To underſtand my Purpoſes aright ; 

bim. As you are old, you ſhou'd be itaid and wile : 

back. Here do you keep an hundred Knights and e 

your Men ſo debauchy and bold, that this our Palace 

L>hews like a riotous Inn, a Tavern, Brothel; 


not Be then advis'd by her that elſe will take 
That which ſhe begs, to leſſen your Attendance, 
call d Take half away, and ſee that the Remainder 


Be ſuch as may befit your Age, and know 
Themſelves and You. | 

Lear. Darkneſs and Devils 
Saddle my Horſes, call my Train together ; 
Degenerate Viper, I'll not ſtay with Thee ! 
J yet bave left a Daughter. — Serpent, Monſter ! 
Leſſen my Train, wh, call em riotous ? 
All Men approv'd, of choice and rareſt Parts 
That each Particular of Duty know. 
How ſmall, Cordelia, was thy Fault? O Lear, 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgment out; Go, go, my People. 

Going off meets Albany entring. 

Ingrateful Duke, was this your Will ? 

Alb. What, Sir ? 

Lear. Death! fifty of my Followers at- a Clap! 

Ath. The Matter, Madam ? 

Gon. Never afflict yourtelf to know the Cauſe, 
But give his Dotage Way. 

Lear. Blaſts upon thee, _ 
Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce evi ry Senſe about thee ; old fond Eyes, 
Lament this Cauſe again, I'! pluck ye ont, 
And caſt ye with the Waters that ye loſe 
To temper Clay. No, Gorgon, thou ſhalt find 
That I'll reſume the Shape which thou dot think 
have caſt off for ever. 

Gon. Mark ye that. 

Lear. Hear Nears k 


Heelt. 


ſe 


it L 
Does B 3 Dear 
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and Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? 
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To make that Creature Fruitful, change thy Purpoſe; 
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9 
— 


18 The HIS TOR of 
Dear Goddeſs hear; and if thou doſt intend 


Pronounce upon her Womb the Barren Curſe, 

That from her blaſted Body never ſpring 

A Babe to honour her; — But if ſhe muſt bring forth, 

Defeat her Joy, with ſome diſtorted Birth, 

Or monſtrous Form, the Prodigy o' th' Time; 

And ſo perverſe of Spirit, that it may live 

Her Torment as twas born, to fret het Cheeks 

With conſtant Tears, and wrinkle her young Brow. 

Turn all her Mother's Pains to Shame and Scorn, 

That ſhe may curſe her Crime too late, and feel 

How ſharper than a Serpent's Tooth it is 

To have a thankleſs Child: Away, away. [Exit cum ſuis. 
Gon. Preſuming thus upon his numerous Train, 

He thinks to play the Tyrant here, and hold 

Our Lives at Will. 


Alb. Well, you may bear too far. [Di. 
End of the Firſt Act. 


. 
ACTI. 
SCENE Gloſter's Houſe. 
Euter Baſtard. 


Ja HE Duke comes here to Night, I'll take 
25 oF 55 the Advantage 8 

8 T 755 Of his Arrival to complete my Project: 
70 I Brother, a Word, come forth; tis I 
your Friend, [Enter Edgar. 

My Father watches for you, fly this Place, 

Intelligence is giv'n where you're hid; _ 
Take the Advantage of the Night; bethink ye, oy 
1 ö vt 


ſe; 


Yrth, 


. 


1 ſuis. 


Have you not ſpoke againſt the Duke of Cornaal- 


&4 
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Something might ſkew you a Favourer of 
Duke Albany's Party? | : 

Ede. Nothing; why ask you! 

Baff. Becauſe he's coming here to Night in haſte, 
And Kegan with him — Heark! the Guards; away. 

Edg. Let em come on, I'll ſtay and clear myſelf, 

* Your Innocence at Leifure may be heard, 
But Glofter's ſtorming, Rage as yet is deaf, R 
And you may periſh e er allow d the Hearing Edgar. 
Cleſter comes yonder : Now to my feign'd Scuffle — 
Yieid, come before my Father! Lights here, Lights! 
Some Blood drawn on me wou'd beget Opinion (Stabs 
Of our more fierce Encounter, — I tuve ſeen [bis Arms 
Drunkards do more than this in Sport. | 

Enter Gloſter and Seruants. 

Gleſt. Now, Edmund, where's the Traitor? 

Baſt. That Name, Sir, 
Strikes Horror through me; but my Brother, Sir, 
Stood here i' th* Dark. 

Gl:ft. Thou bleed'ft! purſue the Villain, 
And bring him Piece-meal to me. 

Baſt. Sir, he's fled, | 
Go Let him fly far, this Kingdom ſhall not hide him: 
The Noble Duke, my Patron comes to Night; 

By his Authority I will proclaim 

Rewards for him that brings him to the Stage, 

And Death for the Concealer. 

Then of my Lands, loyal and natural Boy, 

III work the Means to make thee capable. [ Exennt. 
Enter Kent ( diſguis'd ſtill) and Goneril's Gentleman, 


ſeverally. 

Gent. Good-morrow, Friend, belongſt thou to this 

Kent. Ask them will anſwer thee. , ſHouſe? _ 

Gent. Where may we ſet our Horſes ? 

Kent. I'th' Mire. 

Gent. I am in haſte, prithee an' thou lov'ft me, tell 

Kent. I love thee not. (me. 

Gent. Why then I care not for thee. 3 

Kent, An' I had thee in Lipsbwry Pinfold, I'd make 
thee care for me. * 
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Gent. What do'ſt thou mean, I know thee not? 

Kent. But, Minion, I know thee. 

Gent. What doſt thou know me for? 

Kent. For a baſe, proud, rly, white-liver'd, 
glaſs-glazing, ſuper-ſerviceable, finical Rogue; One 
that wou'd be a Pimp in Way of good Service, and 
art nothing but a Compoſition of Knave, Beggar, 
Coward, Pandar. 

Gent. What a monſtrous Fellow art thou to rail at 
One that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee ? 

Kent. Impudent Slave! not know me, who but two 
Days fince tript up thy Heels before the King: Draw, 
Miſcreant, or I'll make the Moon ſhine through thee. 

Gent. What means the Fellow; Why, prithee, 
prithee ; I tell thee I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. I know your Rogueſhip's Office; you come 
with Letters againſt the King, taking my young Lady 
Vanity's Part againſt her Royal Father: Draw, Raſcal. 

Gent. Murder, Murday help. [Exit. Kent after bim. 
Flouriſh. Enter Duke of Cornwal, Regan, attended; 

| Glofter, Baſtard. | 

Gloſt. All Welcome to your Graces, you do me Honour. 

Duke. Gloſter, Weave heard with Sorrow that your 
Has been attempted by your impious Son; Lite 
But Ednmnd here has paid you ſtricteſt Duty. | 

Gloſt. He did betray his Practice, and receiv'd 
The Hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 

Dake. Is he purſu'd! 

Sloſt. He is, my Lord. 

Res. Uſe our Authority to apprehend 

The Traitor, and do Juſtice on his Head; 

For you, Edmund, that have fo ſignaliz d 

Your Virtue, you from henceforth ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch firm Truſt we much ſhall need, 

A charming Y outh, and worth my farther Thought. V de 

Duke. Lay Comforts, noble Gloſter, to your Breait, 
As we to ours. Fhis Night be ſpent in Revels: 

We chuſe you, Gleſter, for our Holt ro Night, 
A — Ex efion of our Love. 


On, to the Sports before us. ho are theſe? 
3s » 
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er the Gentleman furſu d by Kent. 
2 ow, what's the Matter ? 
wke. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that 
4 Whence, and what are Ft [ſrtkes.. 
. Att. Sir, they are eſſengers, the one from youn 
ad Sister, the other from the King. | 
® Duke. Your Difference? Speak. 
N Gent. I'm ſcarce in Breath, my Lord. 
Kem. No Marvel, you have fo beſtir d your Valour. 
Nature diſclaims the Daftard; a Taylor made him. 
70 Duke. Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel? | 
* Gent. Sir, this old R here, whoſe Life I ſpar d 
In Pity to his Beard. 
ee, Kent. Thou Eſſence Bottle ! 
In 10 to my Beard Vour Leave my Lord, 
me And I will tread the Muſſ-cat into Mortar. 
dy Duke. Know'f thou our Preſence? ; 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger has a Privilege. 
im. Duke. Why art thou angry? 
oy: Kent. That ſuch a Slave as this ſhou'd wear a Sword 
And have no Courage i Office, and no Honeſty ; 
ur. Not Froft and Fire hold more Antipathy 
Then Iand ſuch a Knave. 
Get. Why doſt thou call him Knave ? SIT 
Kent. His Countenance likes me not. 2 
Duke. No more perhaps does Mine, nor His, or Hers. 
Kent. Plain Dealings is my Trade, and to be plain; Sir, 
have ſeen better Faces in my Time, * 
Then ſtands on any Shoulders now before me. 
Reg. This is ſome Fellow, that having once been ptai d 
For Bluntneſs, fince affects a ſaucy Rudeneſs; | 
But I have known one of theſe ſurly Knaves, = 
That in his Plainneſs harbour'd more Deſign -- 
Then twenty cringing complementing Minions.. 
Duke. W hat's the Offence you gave him? 
Gent. Never any, Sir; 
It pleas'd the King, his Maſter, lately 
To ſtrike me on a ſlender Miſconſtruction, 
Whilſt watching his Advantage, this old Lurcher, 
Tript me behind, for which the King extoll'd him; 
And, fluſht with the IJonour of this bold Exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 
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Duke. N forth the Stocks, we'll teach you. 
Kent. Sir, I'm too old to learn ; 

Call not the Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; 
On-whoſe Employment I was ſent toxyou ; 
You'll ſhew too ſmall Reſpect, and too bold Malice 
Againſt the Perſon of my oyal Maſter, 


Still . 


Stocking his Meſſenger 

Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, as I have Life and Ho- 
| There ſhall he fit till Noon, [nour, 
3 Reg. Till Noon, my Lord! Till Night, and all 
Neige ht too. 
(} ent. Why Madam, if I were yoar Father's Dog 
ö You wou'd * uſe wo ſo, 
| Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. 


0 Glft. Let me eech your Graces to forbear him; 
His Fault is much, and ee good his Maſter 
Will check him for t, but needs take it ill 


To be thus heed i in his Meſſenger. Lear 
Duke. Wel anſwer that; | And ne 
Our Siſter may receive it worſe, to have Kent 
Her Gentleman aſſaulted: To our Buſineſs lead. [Exit WM Lear 
| Glefs. I am forry for thee, Friend, tis the Duke's hat's 
Whoſe Diſpoſition will not be controul d. [Pleaſure To ſet 
But I'll entreat for thee. - | Kent. 
Kent. Pray do not, Sir—— Vaught 

I have watch'd and travell'd hard, Lear. 
Some Time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt 1 whiſtle : Kent. 
Farewel t'ye, Sir. (Ex. Gloſt. Lear 
All weary, and o'er-watcht, Kent. 
I feel the drowzy Gueſt ſteal on me; take Lear 


Advantage heavy Eyes on this kind Slumber, 
Not to bchold _ and ſhameful Lodging. [S/ze: 
| off ou 
1 heard ti lf p — 
the frien y Hollow of a Tree, 
Ap he He no Port @ (v6; no Place 
Where Guards and moſt unufual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me. ——How eaſy now 
Twere to defeat the Malice of my Trale, | 
And leave the Griefs on my Sword's reck ing Point; 
But Love detains me from Death's e Call, 901 
: ti 


* 4 
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Still whiſpering me, Cordelia's in Diſtreſs; 
Unkind as he is, I cannot ſee her wretched, 
But muſt be near to wait upon her Fortune. 
Who knows but the white Minute yet may come, 
When Edgar may do Service to Cordelia. 
That colts ope ſtill ties me to the Oar 
Of painful Life, and makes me to ſubmit 
To th' humbleſt Shifts to keep that Life a Foot; 
ly Face I will beſmear, and knit my Locks, 
he Country gives me Proof and Preſident 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who, with roaring Voices 
Strike in their numm d and mortify'd Arms 
ins, Iron-ſpikes, rns, Sprigs of Roſemary, 
And thus from Sheep-coars, Fillages, and Mille, | 
dmetimes with Prayers, ſometimes with Lunatick Bans, 
Enforce their Charity, poor Tyrligod, poor Tom, 
hat's ſomething yet. Edgar I am no more. [Ex. 
Kent in the Stocks ſtill; Enter Lear attended. 
Lear. Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from 
\nd not ſend back our Meſſenger. (Home, 
Kent. Hail, noble Maſter. 
Lear. How! Mak'ſt thou this Shame thy Paſtime? 
hat's he that has ſo much miftook thy Place, 
o ſet thee here? | 
Kent. It is both He and She, Sir, your Son and 
Daughter. 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Ves. 
Jloſt. WW Lear. No, I fay. 
Aent. I ſay, yea. 
Lear. By Jupiter I ſwear no. 
Kent. By uno I ſwear, I ſwear ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't; 64 
[ bet cou'd not, ms not 1 oy, worſethan Murder, 
To do upon Reſpect ſuch violent Out-rage. 
_ pon ev modeſt Haſte, which Wa N 0 
Thou ſt deſerve, or they impoſe this ? 
Kent. My Lord, when of er | — 
did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 


dre I was ris'n arriv'd another Poſt, 


ter d in his Haſte, breathleſs and panting forth 


ar, 
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From Goneril, his Miſtreſs, Salutations, 

Whoſe Meſlage being deliver'd, they took Horſe, 
«Commanding me to follow, and attend 
The Leifure of their Anſwer ; which I did 
Bur meeting that other Meſſenger, 
Whoſe Welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine; 
Being the very Fellow that of late 

Had ſhewn fuch Rudeneſs to your Highneſs, I 
Having more Man than Wit about me, drew ; 

On which he rais d the Houſe with Coward's Cries: 
This was the Treſpaſs which your Son and Daughter 
Thought warth the Shame you ſec ir ſuffer here. 

+ Lear. Oh! how this Spleen {wells upward tomy He: 
And heaves for Paſſage _——Down climbing Rage; 


* 
» 


Thy Element's below; where is this Daughter! hy 8 
* Within, Sir, at a Maſque. 

Enter Gloſter. nerati 

Lear. Now Glofter '——Ha! ſcarce 

Deny to ſpeak with me; th'are fick, th'are weary, Reg. 

They have travell'd-hard to Night; — mere Fetches; WW! hut y. 

Bring me a better Anſwer. Than fl 


. My dear Lord, 
ow the fiery Quality of the Duke. 
Lear. Vengeance, th, Plague, Confuſion ; 
| | what Quality, y Gloſter, Gloſter, She has 
I'd ſpeak with the Duke of Corneal, and his Wife. | 
Glaſt. I have inform'd em ſo. 
Lear. Inform'd em! doſt thou underſtand me, 
I tell thee, Gloſter, | 
Gleft. Ay, my good Lord. Fatbe 
Le. The King wou'd ſpeak with Cornea), the de 
Wou d with his Daughter ſpeak, commands her Servig 
Are they inform'd of this ! My Breath and Blood 
Fiery! the fiery Duke! tell the hot Duke —  —— 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 


Infirmity does ſtill neglect all Office; ar Da 
I beg tis Pardon, and I'll chide my Raſhnefs Age is uy 
That took the indiſpos d and ſickly Fit nd wilt 
For the ſound Man: But wherefors fits he then Reg. C 


Death on my State, this Act convinces me 


I plain Contempt; give me my Servant forth; 
Let the Duke and his Wife Ta ſpeak with "em ; 
Now, inſtantly, bid em come forth and hear me; 
r at their ay me: ITI beat the Drum, 
Till it cry fleep to 8 
wn Enter Cornwal ard R 
! Are you come ? 
Duke. Health to the King. 
Reg. | am glad to ſee your Highneſs. 
Lear. Regan, I think you are, I know what Cauſe 
r have to think fo ; ſhou'd'ft thou not be glad 
I wou'd divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb? 
Beloved Regan, thou wilt ſhake to hear | 
Vhat T utter: Thou cou'd'ſt ne er h' thought it, 
hy Siſter's naught, O Kegan, ſhe has ty'd 
Kent here ſe at libert y. 
Ingratitude like a keen Vulture here, 
ſcarce can ſpeak to thee. | 
Reg. LY you, Sir, take Patience ; I have Hope 
That you know leſs to value her Deſert, 
Than ſhe to flack her Duty. 
Lear. Ha! How's that? | 
g. I cannot think my Sifter in the leaſt 
Vould fail in her Re ; but if perchance 
dhe has reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
Tis on ſuch Grounds, and to ſuch wholeſome Ends, 
\s clear her from all Blame. 
Lear. My Curſes on her. 
Reg. O Sir, you're old, 
\nd thou'd content you to be rul'd and led, 
by ſome Deſcretion that diſcerns your State 
better than yourſelf; therefore, Sir, * 
eturn to our Siſter, aud ſay you have wroſgd her. 
Lear la! Ask her Forgiveneſs? * 
Jo, no, twas my Miſtake, thou didſt not mean fo. 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old; 2 
Age is unneceſſary, but thou art good, 
nd wilt diſpence with my Infirmity. | 
Reg. Good Sir, no more of theſe unfightly Paſſions ; 
Leturn back to our Siſter. | 


C Lear. 
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Lear. Never, Regan, 
She has abated me of Half my Train, 


Look d black upon me, ſtab d me with her Tongue; Got 
"All the fer d Vengeanzes. of Heav'n fall All's 
On her ingrateful Head; ſtrike her young Bones And 
Ye taking Airs with Lameneſs. A Lea 


Reg. O the bleſt Gods! Thus will you wiſh on me, Re 
When the raſh Mood 
Lear. No, Regan, Thou ſhalt never have my Curſe, You 
Thy tender Nature cannot give thee o'er | 
To ſuch Impiety ; Thou better know'ſt 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 
And Dues of Gratitude; thou bear'ſt in Mind 
The Half o'th' Kingdom, which our Love conferr'd 
On thee and thine. 
Reg. Good Sir, to the Purpoſe. 
Lear. Who put my Man i'th' Stocks? 
Duke. What Trumpet's that? | 
Reg. I know't, my Siſters, this confirms her Letten 
Sir, id your Lady come? 
Enter Goneril's Gentleman, 
Lear. More Torture ſtill: 
This is a Slave, whoſe eaſy borrow'd Pride 
Dwells in the fickle Grace of her he follows ; 
A Faſhion-fop, that ſpends the Day in dreſſing, 
And all to bear his Lady's flatt'ring Meſſage, 
"That can deliver with a Grace her Lye, 
-And with as bold a Face bring back a greater, 
Out, Varlet, from my Sight. 
Duke. What means your Grace? | 
Lear. Who ftock'd my Servant ? Regan, I have hop: 


Thou didft not know it. Reg. 
Enter Goneril. Is it not 
Who comes here? Oh Heav'ns ! 1 4 


If you do love old Men; if you ſweet, Sir, 
Allow Obedience; if yourſelves are Old, 
Make it your Cauſe, ſend down and take my Part? 
Why, Gorgon, doft thou come to hunt me here ? 
Art not aſham'd to look u this Beard ? 
Darkneſs upan my Eyes, they play me falſe, 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the Hand: 


— 
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| Gen. Why not by th* Hand, Sir? How have I offended-? 
a All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 

And Do terms ſo. 
Lear. Heart, thou art too tough. 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, being old, confeſs you are ſo, 
me 1e ll the Expiration of your Month, 
mY LG. will return and ſojourn with our Siſter, 
ei Diſmifſing half your Train, come then to me; 
I am now from Home, and out of that Proviſion 
That ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 
Lear. Return with her, and fiſty Knights diſmiſo'd, 
4 No, rather Fl! forſwear all Roof, and ckuſe 
To be Companion to the Midnight Wolf. 
My naked Head expos'd to th' merc'leſs Air, 
Than have my ſmalleſt Wants ſapply'd by her. 
Gon. At your Choice, Sir. | 
Lear. Now, I prithee Daughter, do not make me mad 
[ will not trouble thee, my Child, farewel. 
We'll meet no more, no more ſee one another; 
Let Shame come when it will, I do not call it, 
do not bid the Thunder-bearer ſtrike, 
Nor tell Tales of thee to avenging Heav'n ; 
Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy Leiſure, 
can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred Knights. 
Regan. Your Pardon, Sir, : 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fir Welcome. 
Lear. Is this well ſpoken now ? 
Reg. My Siſter treats you fair; what! fifty Followers? 
Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more ? 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive Attendance 
From thoſe whom ſhe calls Servants, or from mine ? 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? If then they chance to ſlack 
2 We cou'd controul em. If you come to me, [you, 
l For now I ſee the Danger, I entreat you | 
To bring but Five and Tw ; to no more 
Will I give Place. | 
Lear. Hold now, my Temper, ſtand this Bolt un- 
ind I am Thunder-Proof; | [moy'd, 
The wicked, when compar'd with the more Wicked, 
| | Cz | Seem 
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Seem beautiful, and not to be the Worſt, _. 
Stands in fome Rank of Praife ; now, Goneril,. 


oo 85 
ocs dou ive wen 
2 eee 1 G 


What nend vou hie and T Ten, or Fi 
hat u Five a , Ten, or Fi 
To follow Wy Houſe, ae twice ſo many NP 
Have a Command t attend you? | 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. Blood! Fire! here | and blue! 

oom, room for Hell ro belch her Horrors up (Plagu 
And drench the Cirees in a Stream of Fire; 
Hark, how th Infernals eccho to my Rage 


Their Whips and Snakes. 4 
Reg. How leud a Thing is Paſſon ! | £ 
Gon. So Old and Stomachful. F £ 
— [Light 'ning and TB 

7 2 Heav'ns drop your Patience 8 ö Till y 

ou ſee me here, Gods, a 0 A pre 

As Ter Grief as Age, 999 io bach ———= Kent 

FI no more: No, you unnatural Into ſc 

I will have ſuch Revenges on you both, "A This p 

That ull the World — I will do ſuch Things, * 

What they are yet I know not, but they ſhall be ar 

The Terrors of the Earth; you think I'll weep, Tun Not F 

This Heart ſhall break into a thouſand Pieces JLaαπνu tax n 

Beſore Ill weep. — O Gods ! I ſhall £2 mad. [U nere 

Tue. Tis a wild Night, come out o th* Storm. You . 
our 

| A poo! 

End of the Second A. 1 
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ACT III. 
SCENE, 4 Deſort Heath, 


Enter Lear and Kent in the Storm. 


Lear (LOW Winds, and-burſt your Chee, 
© ,, rage louder yet, 
Be Fanraftick Light'ning ſinge, ſinge my 
N. a . : 
Dare white Head 5 ; 
Spour Catarac̃ts, and Hurricanoes fall, 
Till you have drown'd the Tovns and Palaces 
A proud ingrateful Man. 
Kent. Not all my beſt Intreaties can perſhade hias- 
Into ſome needful Shelter, or to bide 
This poor flight Cov"ring on his aged Head, 
Exposd to this wild War of Earth and Heay'n. 
ar. Rumble thy fill, fight Whirlwind, Rain and Fire; 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Daughters: 
I tax not you, ye Elements, with Unkindnefs - 
I never gave you Kingdoms, call'd you Children, 
You owe me no Obedience, then let fall 
Your horrible Pleaſure, here I Rand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old Man; 
Yet will J call you ſervile Minitters, 
That have with two Pernicious Daughters join'd,- 
Their high engender'd Battle againſt a Head 
So Old and hite as mine; Oh! oh ! 'tis Foul. 
Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a Hovel, that will lena 
Some Sheltet from this T 3 25 | 
Lear: J will forget my Nature,-what ! ſo kind « Fa- 
Ay, there's the Point. | [ther ? 
Kent. Conſider, good my Liege. Things that - loves 
Night, Love 


bluch 
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— ſuch Nights as this; theſe wrathful Skies - 
hten the very Wanderers o th' Dark, 

A make 'em keep their Caves; ſuch drenching Rain, 


Such Sheets of Fire, ſuch Cla 4 of horrid Thunder, 


e have ne er been known. 
Lear. Let the great Gods, 


That keep the dreadfu] Pudder o'er dur Heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble- thou Wretch, 
That haſt within thee undiſcover d Crimes. 
Tho pere Villain, hoh Hype. 
our illain, te, | 
"That Tank- | the Widows Tears, figh now, and cry 
Theſe 2 Summoners — am a Man 
* inſt, than ſinni 
— to th Ho 
* — My Wit begins to burn, 
Come on my Boy, how doſt my Boy Art cold 
Em cold myſelf ; ſhew this — my Fellow, 
> 7 2 
can e vile ous ; nave 
Cold as I 8 I'reone Place there: (Lond. Storm: 


ay 2 8 Pale Buer Baſtard. —_ 


Baff The Storm is in our louder Rey lings drown'd; 
Mus wou'd I Reign, con'd I but mount x, cane 
 Aivady have impor the gelling Yoke 
2 impos di t oke 
Off Taxes,. and — Im — tions, on | 
'The dru Peaſant's Neck, 2 bellow out 
Their. loud Complaints in vain — Trium Queens! 
With what Aſſurance do they treat the 
Ofor-a Taſte of ſach Maj ck Beauty, 
Which none but my hot Veins are fit t' engage; 
Nor are my Wines deſpꝰ rate, for even now, 
During the Banquet, I obſerv'd their — 
Shot thick at me; and, as they leſt the. Room. 


Hach caſt; hy ſtealth, à Kind inv Smile, 
he — 4 — 3 


o. Ferant, DEN bx 4 deliver. bim cal 
4 Leiter, and Ex. 


WheraMerit i ſa.tranſparcut,, not ta lichold it [Reads. 


Were: 


ly. 


; eas 


Reade 
Vere: 


Were Blindaeſs, and not to reward it Meet"? 
onertl. 
Enough! Blind and Ingreatful ſhould I be 


Not to obey the Summons of this Oracle. 
Nog ſor a Letter. 

Find we your Friend. 

Excelle t Sybil ! von 

Jam a y ſick of 

And pant for the 


Gloſt. This Ch 
they 


On me 


I'm theirs. 


Baſt. . Moſt ſavage | 
ange in the State fits uncaſy. 
Commons repine alound at their female Tyrants, 
cry out for the Re- Inſtalment of 
King, whoſe Injuries, I fear, will inflame em into Mu- 


um. 
Baſt Tis to be hop'd, not 
Gloft. Thou haſt it Bo ; 


tis 


fear d. 
to be 


[ 


Opens the other. 
If Modeſty be not your Enemy, doubt not to. [Reads, 


cloning Blood? | 
1 5 


With BufineG on his Brow ; be huſh d my Joys. 
Gloſt. I come to ſeek thee, Zdmmd, to i 


rt a 


ir good 


hop'd indeed- 85 
they caſt their Eyes, and hourly court me 
To lead em on; and-whi 
A little covert Craft, 
And then for open Action; twill be 


this Head is mine, 
my Boy 


Worthy ſuch honeſt daring Souls as thine. 


* 


The 


22 


Thou, Edmund, any ap > Emiſſary, 
Haſte on the Spur, at the firſt Break of Day, [Gives bim 
With theſe Diſpatches to the Duke of - Letters: 


You know what mortal Feuds have always flam'd 
Between this Duke of Gorneval's Family, and his; 


Full Twenty Thoufand Mountaineers. 


Th' inveterate Prince will ſc:4 to our Aſſiſtance. . 


* ; commend us to his Grace 
Les, credulous old Man, 
Fwill commend you 


to his G1 


. 


and proſper. | 


ths Grace the Dake of Cornea inſtantly 


© few him theſe Contents in thy own Character, 


And: 
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And ſeal d with thy own Signet; then forthwith 
The ChoFrick Duke gives Sentence on thy Life; 
And to my Hand thy vaſt Revenues, 
To glut my Pleaſure that till now has ſtarv'd. 
oſter going of is met by Cordelia ent ring Baſtard 
| obſerving at a Diſtance. 
Cord. Turn, Glofter, turn, by the ſacred Pow'rs | 
T do conjure you, ove my Griefs a Hearing; 
Yon muſt, you ſhall; nay, I am fure you will, 
For yu were always ſtyl'd the Juft and Good. 
Gloft. What wou'd thou, Princeſs ? rite, and ſpeak th 
Cord. Nay, ' an ſhall promiſe to redreſs em roo, [Grichs, 
Or here I'll kneel for ever; I entreat 
Thy Succour for a Father, and a King, 
An injur'd Father, and an injur'd King. 
Baſt. O charming Sorrow ! How her Tears adorn her, 
Like Dew on Flow'rs, but ſhe is virtuous, 
And I muſt quench this hopeleſs Fire i th” kindling 
Gloft. Conſider, Princeſs, 
For whom thou begꝰſt, tis for the King that wrong'dithee. 
Orad. O name not that; he did not, cou'd not wrong 
Nay, muſe not, Glefter, for it is too like] (me, 
This injur d King Cer this, is paſt your Aid, 
And gone diſtracted with his ſavage Wrongs. 
Baſe. I'll gaze no more,—and yet my Eyes are charm'd, 
Crd. Or, what if it be work 2? - 
As tis too probable, this furious Night 
Has pierc'd his tender Body, the bleak Winds, 
And cold Rain chill'd, or Lighr'ing ſtruck him dea 
If it be ſo, your Promiſe is diſcharg d, 
And J have only one poor Boon to beg, i 
That you d convey me to his bręathleſs Trunk, 
With my torn Robes to wrap his hoary Head, 
With my torn Hair to bind his Hands and Feet, 
Then with a Show'r of Tears f 
To waſh his Clay-fnear'd Cheeks, and die beſide him. 
Gleft. Riſe, fair Cordeliz, thou haſt 'Piety _ 
Enough t'atrone for bath thy Siſters Crimes. 
I have already plotted to roſtore | 
My injur'd Maſter, and thy Virtue tells me 


We ſhall ſacceed, and ſudden y,. (Fl 


, 


Grd. Dif) 


patch, ame, 
Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll inſtantly 
Go ſeek the King, and bring him ſome Relief. 
} Ar. How, ! Arc you ignorant 
Of what your impious Siſters. have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that reheve him. 
Cord. 1 cannot dread the Furies in this Caſe. 
Av. In fach a Night as this? Conſider 
For many Miles about there's ſcarce a Buſh 
To ſhelter in. 
Cord. Therefore no ſhelter for the King, 
And more our Charity to find him out : 
What have not Women dar A for vicious Love? 
And we'll be ſhining Proofs that they can dare 
For Piety as much. Blow Winds, and Light'niugs fall, 
Bold in my Virgin Innocence, III fy 
"be Royal Father to relieve, or die. Dit. 
Nu me a Diſguiſe, we'll inſtantly 
ha! ha! A lucky 
That Yarns which I fear'd would 2 my Hind rants, 
Has prov'd the Bond to my 
Ell bribe two Ruffins all at follow, - 
And ſeiſe em in ſome deſert Place. and there 
Whilſt one retains her, t other 4 veruem 
Wp bey ure por ig 08 l be diſguis d tony, 
Whilſt the nung lr . Ell to the 
With hel? Dit 2 pee then to th Field, 
c Where, like the vig'rous Joe, I will enjoy 
This Semele in a Storm, twill deaf her Cries 
Like Drums in Battle, leſt her Groans ſhould p | 
My pittying Ear, and make the amorous Fi ove Ke 6 erey 


[Ex 
2 2 Pha que; «pda; — - 
is the Place m r my enter; 
him Ti T. yranny oF able emer SI's ne rowth 
r | 
Lear. Let me alone.. 
Kent. Gaod my Lord; enter. 
Lear. Wilt braak m Heart? 
7 Kent. Beſcech you,. Si 
'# | 
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Lear. Thou think'ſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the Skin; fo tis ro thee; (Storm 
But where the greater Malady is fixt, | 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: The Tempeft in my Mind 
Does from my Senſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! 
I it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand 
For liſting Food to't ? —But I'll puniſh ; IIome. 
No, I will no more; in ſuch a Night 
To ſhut me out —Ponr on, Lill endure 
In ſuch a Night as this: O Regan, Goneril ! 
Your old kind Father, nhols frank Heart gave all; 
O that Way madneſs lies; let me ſhun that ; 
No more of that. 
Ken. See, my Lord, here's the Entrance. 
ar. Well, I'Ibgo in 8 
And paſs it all, IH pray, and then I'll ſleep: 
Poor naked Wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 
That 'bide the pelting of this pirtileſs Storm, 
How ſhall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sides 
Suſtain this Stock? Your raggedneſs defend you 
From Seaſons ſuch as theſe. 
O! I have ta'en too little Care of this, 
Take ck, Pomp, DS 
Expoſe thy felf to fee} what Wretches feel, 
That thou mayꝰſt caſt the Superflux to them, 
And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt. 
| Edgar in the Hovel. 
Five Fathom and a half, poor Tom. | - 
Kent. What art thou that doſt grumble there i th 
Come forth, 8 Stra 
Agar. Away ', The foul Fiend follows me — T hroug| 
the ſharp Haw-Thorn blows the cold Wind ——Mun, 
to the Bed and warm thee. Ha! What do! 
By all my Griefs the poor old King bareheaded, 
And drench'd in this ſow Storm, profeſſing Syren, 
Are all your Proteſtations come to this? 
Lear: Tell me, Fellow, did'ſt thou give all to thy 
| | (Daughters ! 
Edgar. Who gives any Thing to poor Tom, hom 
the foul Fiend has led thro Fire, and thro' __— thro 


uſhey 


* 


ous 
PM 


it 
raw 
ough 
Mum, 
do 
ed, 


y thy 


ters! 
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Buſhes, and Bogs; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, 
and Halters in his Pue; that has made him proud of 
Heart to ride on a Bay-trotting lTorſe over four inch'd 
Bridges, to <ourſe his own Shadow for a Traitor 
Bleſs thy five Wits. Tom's a cold. (Shivers.} Bleſs 
thee from Whirl- Winds, Star- blaſting, and taking: Do 
r Tom ſome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes,— 

. ſa; there I could have him now, and there, and 
there agen. 

Lear. Tave his Daughters brought him to this paſs ? 
Cou'dft thou fave nothing? Didſt thou give them all? 

Kent. He has no Daughters, Sir. 

Lear. Death, Traytor, nothing cou'd have ſubdu'd 
To ſuch a Lownefs, be his unkind Daughters, (Nature 

Ee. Pillicock fat upon Pillicock Jill; hallo, hallo, 

Lear. Is it the Faſhion that diſgarded Fathers (hallo. 
Should have ſuch little Mercy on their Fleſh ? 
judicious Puniſhment, twas his Fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelican Daughters. | 

Edg. Take heed of the fow Fiend ; obey thy Parents, 
keep thy Word juſtly ; ſwear not ; commit not with 
Array; Tom's a cold. 

Lear. What haſt thou been ? | 

Egg. A ſerving Man proud of Heart, that curl'd my 
Hair, us'd Perfume 2 that ſerv'd the Luft of 
my Miſtrefles Heart, and did the Act of Darkneſs with 
her; ſwore as many Oaths as I ſpoke Words; and 
broke em all in the ſweet Face of Heaven: Let not 
the Paint, nor the Patch, nor the Ruſhing of Silks be- 
tray th r Heart to Woman; keep thy Foot out of 
Brothels, thy Iland out of Plackets, thy Pen from Cre- 
ditors Books, and defy the foul Fiend. — Still through 
the Haw-Thorn blows the cold Wind.——Sefs, Suum, 


Mun, Nonny, OS, my Boy!— Hiſt, the Boy 
Soft, 


the Boy! Seſey! let him trot by. 

Lear. Death! thou wert better in thy Grave, then 
thus to anſwer with thy uncover d Body, this F.xtremi- 
ty of the Sky. And yet confider him well, and Man's 
no more than this; thou art indebted to the Worm for 


Man's ſworn Spouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet Heart on proud 
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no Silk, to the Beaſt for no Hide, to the Cat for no 
; | pb 44 Perfume. 
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_ foul Fiend. 
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Perſume Ha! here's two of us are ſophiſticated; 
thou art the itſelf, unaccomodated Man is no more 
than ſuch a poor a Animal as thou art. 
Of, off, ye vain Diſguiſcs, empty Lendings, 
Fl be original ** — uick, uncaſe me. 
Kent. his W Heaven 
Lear. One Point L had got; what's your Name? 
Eg. Poor om, that cats the ſwiming Frog, the 
Wall-Nutand the Water Nut; that in the Fury of his 


Heart, when the foul Ficnd rages, cats Cow-Dung for El 
Sallats, ſwallows the old "= the Dirch-Dog, that w, 
drinks the peel Mantle of the ſtanding Pool, that's I Pin; 
t from Tithing to Tithing, that has three Suits e [Hare 

: db Reck. Six Shirss to his Body. poor 


Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear, 

But Rats and Mice, and ſach ſmall Deer, 

Have been Tom's Food for ſeven Year. 
Beware, my Follower; Peace, Smulk'n, Peace, thou 


Lear. One Word more, but be ſure true Counſel, 
tell we, is a Madman a or a Yeoman ? 
Kent. I fear'd *twou'd come to this; his Wits art 
Et. Fraterreto calls me, * tells me, Nero, is an 
Angler i in the Lake of Darkneſs. Pray, Innocent, and 
Pn op foul Fiend. - 
ight, ha! ha! Was it not Pleaſant to have 
wang Teidh red hot Spies come hizzing in em 
"Ea My Tears begin to take his Part ſo m 
They mar my Counterfeiting. ; (Af 2 
Le. The little Dogs and all, Tray; Blanch, and 
' Sweet-Heart, ſee they bark at me. 


* Tom will throw his Head at em; avaunt, ye Cun 
Be thy Mouth, or black; INN 


7 3 GT ne ps 
CO VP Dog ep th Henh and all arc fled. 


Vs 


* Ming LE AEX. | 37 

"wy Ud, de, de, de, See, ſee, ice, Come, march to 

e Wakes, and Fairs, and Market- Towns. — Poor Tom, 

Horn 4 5 

Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for one of my Hun- 

dred, only I do not like the Faſhion of your Garments; 

you'll ſay they're Perfian, but no Matter, let em be 
p | 


. d. 
the * Emer (:lofter. 


his WY Bag. This is the foul # /ibertigiber ; he begins at Cur- 
* few, and walks at firſt Cock, he gives the Web, and the 


pin; knits the Elflock; ſquints the Eye, and makes the 
% Hair-Lip; mildews the white Wheat, and hurts the 
| poor Creature of the Earth. = 
Swwithin footed thrice the Cold, 
He met the Night- Mare and her Nine-Fold, 
"T'was there he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her Troth plight, 
And arroynt the Witch arroynt her. 
Glo. What, has your Grace no better Company? 
Edg. The Prince of Darkneis is a Gentleman; 1fods 
he is call'd, and Habu. | 
Gloft. Go with me, Sir, hard by I have a Tenant. 
My Duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all your Daugh- 
ters hard Commands, who have enjoyn'd me to make 
faſt my Doors, and let this tyrannous Night take hold 
upon you. Yet have I ventur'd to come to ſcek you 
out, and bring you where both Fire and Food is ready. 
Kent. my Lord take his Offer. 
Lear, Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher ; 
Say, Staggerite, what is the Cauſe of Thunder. 
Gloft. Beſeech yon, Sir, go with me. ; 
Lear. I'll rake a Word with this ſame learned T hebane. 
What is your ſtudy ? 
Edg. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you a Word in private. 

Kent. His Wits are quite unſettled; good Sir, let's 
force him hence. | 
Gloſt. Can'it blame him? His Daughters ſeeks. his 
pens this Bedlam but difturbs him the more. Fel- 
ow, 


vil Ex. Child Rowland to the dark E the came, 
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His Word, was till, Fi, Fo, and Fum, 
I ſmell the Blood of a Brniſb Man. — Oh! Torture 
{ Exit, 
Gleft. Now, I prethee Friend, let's take him in ur 
Arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both Welcome, 
Good Sir, along with us. (and Protection 
Lear. You ſay right, let em anatomie Regan, bor 
what breeds about her Heart ; is there any Cauſe in 
Nature for theſe hard Hearts? 
Kent. 1 beſeech your Grace. 

Lear. Hit! —— Make no Noiſe, make no Noiſe— 
ſo fo; we'll to Supper i' th* Morning. [ Exeunt 
Enter Cordelia and Arante. 

Ar. Dear Madam, reſt ye here, our Search is vain, 
Look, here's a Shed; beſeech ye, enter here. 

Cord Prethee go thy ſelf, ſeek thy own Eaſe, 
Where the Mind's free, the Body's delicate ; 
This Tempeſt but diverts me from the Thought 


Of what would hurt me more. 


| Enter two Ruffians. 

1. Ruff. We have dogg d em far enough, this Place i 
I'll keep em Priſoners here within this Hovel, (private; 
Whilſt you return and. bring Lord Edmund hither; 
But help me firſt to Houſe em. 


2. Ruff. Nothing but this, dear Devil, [Sec Ga 


- Shou'd have drawn me through all this Tempett ; 


But to our Work. 4 
[They ſcize Cordelia and Arante, <vho ſtrick ou 


Soft Madam, we are Friends ; diſpatch, I ſay. 


Cer Help, Murder, help; Gods! Some kind Thur 


To ſtike me dead. (derbol 


Enter Edgar. bk 

Edg. What Cry was that? Ha, Women ſei 
Is this a Place and Time for Villany ? (by Ruffi ans 
Avaun', ye Blood-Hounds. [Drives em <vith his Qua 


(ter Staf 


- Beth. The Devil, the Devil! (Run of 


Edg. O ſpeak, what are ye that appear to be 


O' th' tender Sex, and yet 1 wander | 
Through the dread Mares of this dreadful Night, 


Where (tho! at full) the clouded Moon ſcarce darts 


Impertect Glimmerings ? 0 


— 


- 
- 
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Cord. Firſt ſay, what art thou ? 
Our Guardian Angel, that wer't pleas'd t'aTume 
That horrid Shape to fright the Raviſhers ? 
We'll kneel to rhee. 
Eg. O my tumultuous Blood 
By all my tremblir»; Veins, Cordelia's Voice! 
"fs ſhe herſelf My Senſes ſure confirm 
To my wild Garb, and I am mad indeed. Ade 
Cora What cer thou art, befriend a wretched Virgin, 
And, if thou canſt, direct our weary Search. 
E. Who relieves poor Tom, that ſlcep; on the Net- 
n ue, with the Hedge Pig for his Pillow. 
Whilſt S-wg ply'd the Bellows 
She truckt with her Fellows, 
The Freckle-Fac'd Mab 
Was a Blouze, and a Drab, 
Yet Sevithin made Oberon jealous ——Oa! Torture. 
A. Alack! Madam, a poor wand'ring Lunatick. 
Cord. 8 yet his Language ſeem'd but now well 
emper | 
2 Friend, to one more wretched than thy ſelf; 
And if thou haſt one Interval of Senſe, 
nform us, if thou canſt, where we may find 
poor old Man, who through this Heath has ſtray'd 
The tedious Night. —Speak, ſawelt thou ſuch a one ? 
Edg. The King her Father, whom ſhe's come to ſeek ; 
Turough all the Terrors of this Night: O Gods! L- Ad-. 
hat ſuch amazing Piety, ſuch Tenderneſs 
Thur aou'd yet to me be cruel. 
<rbotis ©) fair one, ſuch a one was lately here, 
"+ Wd is convey'd by ans that came to ſeek him, 
| ſir * d 1 ring Cottage; but diſtinctly waere, 
uffn 04 Bleſſings on em; | 
's ind him out, Arante, for thou ſe 
e are in Heavens Protection. | [Going off. 
Eg. O Cordelia! 
Erd Ha! Thou know'ſt my Name. 
a As you did once know Edgar. 
ay ! 


ace * 
vate; 


d. Edgar | 5 
The r Remains of Eg, what your corn 
left 1 * 2 15 Cord. 
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© Ze: My Father Ricks wy Life which rear 

Ede. ather ſceks ife, whi erw 
In hopes of ſome bleſt — to oblige F | 
Diftreſs Cordelia, and the Gods have giy'n it; 

That Thought alone prevail'd with me to take 

This frantick Drefs, to make the Earth my Bed, 
With theſe bare Limbs all Change of Seaſons bide, 
Noons 1 Heat, and Midnights piercing Cold, 
To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, 
To combat with the Winds, and be the Sport 

Of Clowns, or what's more wretched yer, their Pity. 

Ar. Was ever Tale fo full of Miſery ! 

Eadg. But ſuch a Fall as this I grant was due 
To my aſpiring Love, for twas 1 
Though not preſumtuouſly purſu d; 

For well you know I wore my Flames conceal 'd, 
And filent as the Lamps that burn in Tombs 

Till you perceiv'd my Gries with modeſt Grace 
Drew forth the Secret, and then ſeal'd my Pardon. 

Cord. -You had your Pardon, nor can you challenge 

Edg. What do 1 challenge more ? (more 
Such Vanity agrees not with theſe Rags; 

When in my proſp*rous State, rich Glofter's Heir, 
You filenc'd my Pretences, and enjoyn'd me - 
To trouble you upon that Theme no more; 
Then what Reception muſt Loves Language find 
From theſe bare Limbs and Beggar's humble Weeds! 

Cord. Such as a Voice of Pardon to a Wretch con: 
Such as the Shouts , (demi q 
Of ſucc'ring Forces to a Town beſieg' d. 

Ede. Ah! What new Method now of Cruelty! 
-» Cord. Come to my Arms, thou deareſt, beſt of Men, 
And take the kindeſt Vows that e er were ſpoke 
By a proteſting Maid. 1 

Fag. Ist pothble ? 

Cord. By the dear Vital Stream that bathes my Het 
Theſe wed Rags of thine, and naked Virtue, 
Theſe abject Taſſels, theſe fantaſtick Shreds, 
Ridiculous ev'n to the meaneſt Clown) 


o me are dearer than the richeſt Pump 
of purple Monarchs. 
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E. Generous charming Maid, 
The Gods alone that made, can rate thy Worth ! 
This moſt amazing Excellence ſhall be 
Fame's Triumph in ſucceeding Ages, when 
Thy bright Example ſhall adorn the Scene, 
And teach tlie World Perfection. 
Cord. Cold and weary, | 
We'll reſt a while, Arante, on that Straw, 
Then forward to find out the poor old King. 
Eig. Look, I have Flint and Steel, the Implements 
Of wand'ring Lunaticks ; I'll-ftrike a Light, 
And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to dry 
Thy Storm drench'd Garments, ere thou lie to reſt thee; 
Then fierce and wakeful as th* Hejp:rian Dragon, 
Ill watch beſide thee to protect thy Sleep; 
Mean while the Stars ſhall dart their kindeft Beams, 
And Angels viſit my Cordelia's Dreams. renn 


8 C E N E, the Palace. 


Enter Cornwal, Regan, Baſtard, Servants. Cortwal 
| - evith Gloſter's Letters. 


Duke. I will have my Revenge ere I depart his Houſe: 
Regan, ſee here, a Plot upon our State; 
"Tis Glofter's Character, that has betray'd 
His double Truft of Subject, and of Hoft. 

Reg. Then double be our Vengeance, this confirms 
Th' Inteltigence that we now receiv'd, 
That he has been this Night to ſcek the King; 

But who, Sir, was the kind Diſcoverer ? 25 
Duke. Our Eagle, quick to ſpy, and fierce to ſeize; 
Our truſty Edmund 

Reg. "Fas a noble Service; 1 
O Corneal, take him to thy deepeſt Truſt, 
And wear him as a Jewebat thy Heart. 5 

Baft. Think, Sir, how hard a Fortune I ſyſtain,. 

t makes me thus repent of ſerving you; ver 

© that this Treaſon had not been, or I 
Kot the Diſcoverer. 
Due. Zumund, thou ſhall find 


D; A 
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A Father in our Love, and from this Minute 

We call thee Earl of Gloſter; but there yet 

Remains another Juſtice to be done, | 

And that's to puniſh this diſcarded Traitor; 

But leſt thy tender Nature ſhonld relent 

At his juſt Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 

We wiſh thee to withdraw.. _ 
Reg. The Grotto, Sir, within the lower Grove T7» 

Has Privacy to ſuit a Mourner's Thought. (Edmund aſide. 


Baft.. And there I expect a _. 
Ha, Madan? 8 l 
Reg. What „Sir, I know not, 
But „An no " TR [Ex.. Baſtard; 
Duke. in raytor. 
ON Gloſter brought in. 
Bind faſt his Arms. 


Gloft: What mean your Graces? 
Tou are my Gueſts, do me no foul Play. 
Diuke: Bind him, I ſay, hard, harder yet. 
Aeg Now, Traytor, thou ſhalt find — 
Dale. Speak, Rebel, where haſt thou ſent the King? 
Whom, ſpight of our Decree, thou ſaw'ſt laſt Night. 
Se. Im ry'd to th Stake, and muſt Rand the Courſe. 
Regan. Say where, and why thou haſt conceal'd him 
" Gleft. Becauſe I wound not fee thy cruel Hands 
Tear out his poor old Eyes, nor tliy fierce Siſter 


Carve his anointed Fleſh ; but J ſhall ſee 


The ſwiſt wing d Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 
Duke. See t thou ſhaſt never, Slaves rm your Work, 
Our with thoſe treacherous Eyes; diſpatch, I ſay, 
I thou ſeek Vengeance, — | 
| He that will think to live till he be ald, 
Give me ſome Help O cruel! oh! ye Gods. 
FRO. They put out bis Eyes: 
Serv, Hold, hold, my Lord, I bar your Cruelty, 
F cannot loye your ſafety, and give Way 
Fo ſuch a h ous Practice. 
Hm ? x hd illain. - = : 
—_ ve our Servant from my Infancy,. 
But better Servicehave I-never done Wo, : 
Than with this Boldneſ— 


Duke: 


_ 
- 


Irk, 


Duke: 


King LEAR. + 4F 
Duke. Take thy Death, Slaye. {9% 
Kere. Nay, then revenge whilſt yet . 
| | : Fight. 

Help here. Are you not hurt, my Lord? F 

Gloſt. Edmund, enkindle all the Sparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid A&.. 

Reg. Out treacherous Villian, 

Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee, it was he 

That broach d thy Treaſon, ſhew'drus thy Difpatches; 
There, read, and fave the Cambrian Prince a La- 
If thy Eyes fail thee; call for Spettacles. (bour. 

Glaft. O my Folly ! 
Then Edgar, was abus d, kind Gods, forgive me that. 

Reg. How is't, my Lord: 

Duke. Turn out that Eyc-keſs Villain, let him ſmell 
His Way to Cambray, throw this Slave upon a DunghiL 
Regan, I bleed a pace, give me your Arm. 

Gleft. All dark, and comfortlels ! 

Where are thoſe various Objects, that, but now, 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes! Where thoſe Eyes? 

Dead are their piercing Rays that lately ſhot 

Oer flow'ry Vales to diftant Snowy Hills, 

And drew with Joy the vaſt Horizon in. 

Theſe gropi ands are now my only Guides,. 

And feeling aff my Sight. 

O Miſery | What Words can ſound my Grief? 

Shat. from the Living whilft amongf the Living; 
Dark*as the Grave amidft the buſthng World. 
At once from Buſineſs, and from Pleaſure bar d: 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 

Nor ſee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend; 

Yet ſtill one Way th' extreameſt Fate affords, . 
And ev'n the Blind can find the Way to Death. 
Muft I then tamely die, and unreveng'd ? 

80 Lear may fall: No, with theſe bleeding Rings 
I will preſent me to the pitying Croud, : 
And with the Rhetorick of theſe dropping Veins 
Enflame em to revenge their King and me; 
Then when the glorious Miſchief iz on Wing, 
This Lumber from ſome Precipice I'll throw 
And daſh it on the ragged Flint below; 


—— — 
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And yet muſt 
Suppoſe i it be the ſame; why, belt of all, . 


- 
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Whence my freed Soul to ber bright Sphere ſhall fly, 
Through boundleſs Orbs, eternal Regions ſpy, 
And, like the Sun, be all one glorious Eye. (Ex. 


End of the Third Act. 
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ACT IV. 
4 GROTTO. 


Edmund and Regan amorouſly ſeated, liſtening to 
Aruſick. 


Daft. % 2 3 HY were thoſe Beauties made ano- 
& ther's Right, 


2 W = W hich none can prize like me? Charm- 


** Ta 2 my — Youth, for ever fold 
In thoſe ſoft Arms, full me in encllefz Sleep, (me 
That I may dream of Pleaſures too tranſ ring 
a þ Life to bear. 

Live, live, my Gloſter, 
And * no Death, but that of ſwooning Joy? 
J yield the Bliſſes on no harder Terms 
Than wes thou {pa ap to be hap PPY- 4 : 
Ba His ouſy is yet more kind, is't e 
Tha FF v . from a Paradiſe poſibl 
To feed d ſickly Weeds? Such Sweets live here 
That Conſtanc Un be no Virrue in me: 
Sie go meet her Siſter, 

To whom, I muft proteſt as much, 


Aide 


And 


no- 
m- 


old 


me 


{ide 
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And I have then my Leſſon already conn'd. | 
Reg. Wear this Remembrance of me. I dare now 
[Gives him a Ring. 
Abſent my ſelf no longer from the Duke, 
Whoſe Wound grows dangerous, I hope mortal. 
Baſt. And let this happy Image of your Gloſter, 
Pulling out a Picture, drops a Note. 
Lodge in that Breaſt where all his Treaſure lies. [Exit. 
Reg. To this brave Youtha Woman's blooming Beauties 
Are due; my Fool uſurps my Bed —— What's here? 
Confuſion on my Eyes. [ Reads. 
I bere Aerit is tranſparent, not to behold-it cer 
Blindneſs; and not to reward it, [ngratitude. 
| GoneriL 


Vexatious Accident! Yet fortunate too, 

My Jealouſy's confirm'd, and I am taught 

To caſt for my Defence [Enter an Officer. 
Now, what mean thoſe Shouts? And that thy haſty En- 

OF. A moſt ſurpriz ing and a ſudden Change; (trance ? 
The Peaſants are all up in Mutiny, . 

And only want a Chief to lead em on 
To ſtorm your Palace. | 

Reg. On what Provocation ? 

Off. At laſt Day's publick Feſtival, to which 
The Yeomen from all Quarters had repair'd, 

O!d Glefter, whom you late depriv'd of Sight, 
. Veins yet ſtreaming freſh,) preſents himſelf; 
roclaims your Cruelty, and their Oppreſhon, 
With the King's Injuries ; which ſo enrag d em, 
That now that Mutiny, which long had crept, 
Takes Wing, and threatens your beſt Pow'rs. 
Ree. Whne-liver'd Slave! 
Our Forces rais'd, and led by valiant Edmund, 
Il drive this Monſter of Rebellion back 
To her dark Cell; young Glofter's Arm allays 
The Storm, his Father's feeble Breath did raiſe. [iii. 
The Field S CEN E, Enter Edgar. 

Ede. The loweſt and moſt abject Thing of Fortune 
Stands ſtill in Hope, and is ſecure from Fear ; 1 
The lamentable Change is frow the Beſt, T1399 
The worſt returns to better. Who comes here 1 
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Enter Gloſter, led by an old Man. - | 
My Father poorly led ! depriv'd of Sight ! Glof 
The precious Stones tori from their bleeding Rings Ed 
Something I heard of this inhuman Deed, 1 
But disheliey'd it, as an Act too horrid Blies 
For the hot Hell of a curſt Woman's Fury; 2 
When will the Meaſure of my Woes be fall 3 ae 
Gloſt. Revenge, thou art on foot, Succeſs attend thee, 2 
Well have I ſold my Eyes, if the Event 
Prove happy for the injur'd King. 
Old AM. 8 my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
and your Father's Tenant theſe Fourſcore Years. . 
* Away, get thee away, good Friend be gone, 
Thy Comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old Af. You cannot ſee your Way. 
Gloſt. I have no Way, and therefore want no Eyes, 
I tumbled when I faw : O dear Son Exdear, 
The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath, 
Might I bur live to ſee thee in my Touch, 
Fd fay, I had Eyes agen. 
Ex. Alas, he's ſenſible that I was wrong'd, 
And ſhou'd I own my ſelf, his tender Heart 
Would break betwixt the Extreams of Grief and Joy: 
Old MH. How now, who's there? Cor 
. A Charity for poor Tom. Play fair, and defy | 


the foul Fiend. ** 
Oos! And muſt I fill purſue this Trade, Ad. Cron 
— IDE nant ſach Loads of Miſery ? With 
id Af, Tis poor mad Tom. . And 
Glft. In the late Storm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw, * 
Which made me think a Man a Worm, | Ara | 
Where is the Lunatick? \ 2 

Old A Here, my Lord. | | a 
Sie Get thee now away, if for my Sake 1 A Pr 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile, or two, ME. 

T' th* Way to Dover, do't for antient Love, | S 

And bring ſome Cov'ring for this naked Wretch, 2 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 5 Bur ” 

Old M. Alack, my Lord, he's mad. (Blind- 1 


T 
Gloſt. "Tis the Time's Plague when mad-Men lead the wa 
Do 21 bid thee. | 0 
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Old NV. I'll bring him the beſt Parrel that I have, 
Come on't what will. [ Exit. 
Gloſt. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 
Eds. Poor Tom's a cold I cannot fool it longer, 
And yet I muſt. Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed; 
Believe't poor Tom ev'n wee his blind to fee em. 
Gloſt. Know'ſt thou the Way to Dover 
Ede. Both Stile and Gate, Horſe Way and Foot-Path; 
poor Tom has been ſcar'd out of his good Wits; bleſs 
every true Man's Son from the foul ticnd. 
Gloſt. Here take this Purſe; that I am wretched 
5 Makes thee the happier, Hea»'n deal fo ſtill. 
Thus let the griping U ferers Hoard be ſcatter'd, 
So Diſtribution thall undo Exceſs 
And each Nan have enough. Doft thou know Dover? 

Eur. AY, Maſter. 

Gloſt. There's a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep; 

Bring me bur to the very 3rink of it, 
And ['l] repair the Poverty thou bear'ſt 
With ſomerhing rich about me, from that Place 
I ſhall no leading need. 
Edg. Give me thy Arm: Poor Tom: ſhall guide thee. 
Gloft. Soft, for I hear the Tread d Paſſengers. 
Enter Kent and Cordelia. 

Cord. Ah me! your Fear's too true, it was the King; 
I ſpoke but now with ſome that met him ; 
1s As mad as the vex'd Sea ſinging aloud, 

: Crown'd wtth rank Femiter, and Furrow Weeds, 
With Berries, Burdocks, Violets, Dazies, Poppies, 
And all the idle Flowers that grow - 

In our ſuſtaining Corn; conduct me to him, 

And Heav'n ſo proſper thee. 

Kent. I will, Lady. 

Ha, Glofter here Turn, poor dark Man, and hear 
A Friend's Condolement, who at Sight of thine 

Forgets his own Difſtre's, thy old true Kerr. 

Gloſt. How, Kent? From whence return'd? 

Kent. I have not ſince my Baniſhment been abſent, 
* But in Diſguiſe follou d th' abandon'd Ring: 
the WW Twas me thou ſaw'ſt with him in the late Storm. 


9 1 
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| Let me embrace thee, had I Eyes, I now - Gy 
| PM... . for Joy: but let this trickling Blood bs 
| * Suffice inſtead of Tears. 8 OfG 
e Languag Ge 

To w complain, or in e? 
Forgive, O wrenhed Man the Piety - 3 
That brought thee to this Paſs; twas I that caus'd it; Thur 
I caft me at thy Feet and beg of thee _ That 

To cruſh theſe weeping Eyes to equal Darkneſs, In 
If that will give thee any ——.— Pt 


Eg. Was ever Seaſon ſo diſtreſt as this? [_4ide EY. 
Gloſt. I think Cordelia Voice! rife pious Princeſs, Th Jo. 


And take a dark Man's Bleſſing. * 
Cerd. O, my Edgar! | | mY 
My Vistue's now grown guilty, works the Bane G 
Of thoſ: that do befriend me, Heav'n forſakes me, But b 
And when you look that Way, it is but juſt 1 
That you ſhou'd hate me too. A 


E. O wavethis cutting Speech, and ſpare to Wound 

A Heart that's on the 1 wh 
Gloſt. No longer cloud thee, Kent in that Diſguiſe, 

There's Bufinels for thee, and of nobleſt Weight; 


[ 
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Dur injur'd Country is at length in Arms, 22 
Urg'd b the King's in'\uman Wrongs and Mine, Gr 
And only want a Chief to lead em on. | 2 
That Tak be thine. | G 5 
Ea. Brave Britains, then there's Life in't yet. [.{/4 2 
Kent, Then have we one Caſt for our Fortune yer . © 
Come, Princeſs, Fll beſtow you with the King, ö 2 
Then-on the Spur to head theſe Forces. Mens 
Farewel, good Gloſter, to our conduct truſt. _ In ber 
Gloft. And be your Cauſe as proſp'rous as tis juſt. [E: 

Goneril's Palace. Enter Goneril, Attendants. Mes | 

Gon. It was great Ignorance, Gloſters Eyes being on Gt, 
To let him live, where he arrives he moves 89 
All Hearts againſt us; Zdmund I think is gone, And d 


In Pity to his Miſery, to diſpatch him. oo 

Gent. No, Madam, he's. return'd on ſpeedy Summa ge 7 

Back to your Siſter. -. : , | 

Gen. Ha! I like not chat. Tc r 

Such ſpecd muſt have the Wings of Love; wherc * * 
. | 1 


1 . 
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Gent, Madam, within, but never Man fo chang'd ; 
I told him of the Uproar of the Peaſants, 
He fmiT'd at it, when I inform'd him 
Of Gloſter's Treaſon. —— i# 
Gon. Trouble him no further, 
It is his coward Spirit; back to our Siſter, 
Haſten her Muſters, and let her know | 
ie gien the Dikaff into my Husband's Hands. = 
That done, with ſpecial Care deliver” theſe Diſpatches 
In private to young Gloſter. | | 
. . Enter a Meſſenger. © 
7Jade Meſf. O Madam, moſt unſcaſonable News, 
) The Duke of ComaaF's dead of his late Wound, 
Whoſe Lofs your Siſter has in Part ſupply d, 
Making brave Edmmd General of her Forces. 
Gon. One Way 1 like this well; 
But being a Widow, and my Gloſter with her, 
May blaſt the promis'd Harveſt of our Love. 
A Word more, Sir, 


= add Speed to your Journey, 
on And if you chance to meet with that blind Traitor, 

e Preferment falls on him that cuts him of. | (Ex. 
* The Field S CEN E, Gloſter and Edgar. 


| . 'Gloſt. When ſhall we come to th' Top of that ſame 
Eg. We climb it now, mark how we labour. (Mill? 
Gu Methinks the Ground is even. 1 
F. Horrible ſteep; heark, do you hear the Sea? 

Gloft. No truly. ng | 

Eg. Why then your other Senſes grow imperfect 
By your Eyes Anguiſh. 

Gloſt. So may it be indeed. 

Mechinks thy Voice is alter d, and thou fpeak'ſt 
In better Phraſe and Matter. than thou didſt. a 

Eig. You are much deceiy'd, in nothing am I alrer'd 
But in my Garments. bens er 

Gloft. Mechinks y' are better ſpoken. 

Egg. Come on, Sir, here's the Place, how fearful 
And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes fo low. —_ . 
The Crows'and Choughs that Wing the mid-Way Air 
Shew ſcarce ſo big as Beetles ; half Way down | 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire, dr Trade! 

The Fiſher-Men that walk upon the Beach | 
3 E " Appear 
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Appear like Mice; aud yon tall anch'ring Bark 

Seems Teflen'd to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight; the murmuring urge 
Cannot be heard ſo high; I'll look no more 
Leſt my Brain turn, and the Diſorder make me 
"Tumble down head-long. | 

Gloft. Set. me where you ſtand. 

. You are now within a Foot of th'extream Verge. 

For all beneath the Moon I wou'd not now 
Leap forward. 

Gloſt. Let go my Hand; 
Here, Friend, is another Parſe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a * Man's Taking; get thee farther, 
Bid me fare wel, and let me hear thee going. 

Ede. Fare you well, Sir. That I do trifle thus 
With this his Deipair, is with Deſign to cure it. 

GI. Thus, mighty Gods, this World I do renounce, 
And in your Siglit ſhake my Afflictions off; 
If I cou'd bear em longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs Wills, 
My Snuff and feebler Parr of Nature ſhou'd 
Burn itſelf out; if Eagar liv'd, O, bleſs him. 
Now, Fellow, fare thee well. 

Ede Gone, Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The Treaſury of Life, had he been where he thought, 
By this had Thought been paſt Alive, or Dcad? 
Hoa, Sir, Friend; hear you, Sir, ſpeak. 
Thus might he paſs indeed, — yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir? 

Gloft. Au ay, and let me die. | 

Edg. Hadſt thou been ought but Goſmore Feathers, 
Falling fo many Fathom down, (Air, 
Thou hadſt ſhiver'd like an Egg; hut thou doſt breathe, 
Haſt heavy Subſtance; bleed'ft ? Not ſpeak ! Art ſound? 
Thy Life's a Miracle. 

Gloft. But have I fal'n, or no? 


E. From the dread Summit of this chalky Bourn: 


Look up, an Height, the ſhrill tun'd Lark fo high 
Cannot be ſeen, or heard; do but look up. 
Ge. Alack, I have no Eyes. 
* 


Is 


ce, 


Is 
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Is Wretchednefs depriv d that Benefit 
To end it ſelf by Death? 
Edg. Give me your Arm. 
Up; fo, how ist? Feel you your Legs? You ſtand. 
Gloſt. Too well, too well. 
Eig. Upon the Brow o' th* Cliff, what Thing was 
Which parted from you ? (that 
Gloſt. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Edg. As I food here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons, wide Noftrils breathing Fire. 
It was ſome Fiend, therefore rhou happy Father, 
Think that th' all powerful Gods, who make them Ho- 
Of Mens Inipollibilities, have preſerv'd thee. (nours 
Got. "Tis wonderful ; henceforth I'll bear Aﬀiction 
Till it expire; the Goblin which you ſpeak of, 
] took for a Man; oft-times — ſay, 
The Fiend, the Fiend : He led me to that Place. (here? 
Ede. Bear free and patient Thoughts? But who comes 
Enter Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head; 
Wreaths, and Gerland abort im. 
Lear. No, no; they cannot touch me for coyning ; 


Tam the King himſelf. 


Eg. O piercing Sight. 

Lear. Nature's above Art in that Reſpect; there's 
your Preſs-Money : That Fellow handles his Bow like a 
Gow — ——Draw me a Clothier's Yard. A 
Mouſe, a Mouſe, peace, hoa! There's my Gauntlet; 
I'll prove it on a Giant: Bring up the brown Bills: O 
well flown Bird; i' th' White, i th* White. 
Heugh ! Give the Word. | 

Eg. Sweet Jfarjorum. 

Lear. Paſs. 

Ghft. I know that Voice. 

Lear. Ha! Goneril with a white Beard! They flat- 
ter'd me like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs on my 
Chin, before the black ones were there; to ſay ay and 
no to every Thing that I ſud: Ay and no too was no 
good Divinity. When the Rain came once to wet me, 
and the Winds to make me charter ; when the Thunder 
wou'd not peace at my bidding. There I found em, 
there I ſmelt em out; go 4 they are not _ of 

2 their 
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4 


_ their Words; they told me I was a King; tis a Lye, 


- 


I pardon that Man's 


thy worſt, blind Czpid, 


I am not Ague proof. ; 
Gloſt. That VoiceI well remember, is't not the King's? 
Lear. Ay, every Inch a King, when I do Stare 
See how the Subject quakes. 
ife; what was the Caufe? 
Adultery ? Thou ſhalt not die. Die for Adultery . 
The Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Flie 
Engenders in my Sight; Let Copulation thrive ; 
For Gioſter's Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father 
Than where my Daughters got i' th Lawful Bed. 
To't Luxury, Pell. Mell, for I lack Soldiers. 
Gloſt. Not all my Sorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd me, 
As the fad Accents: Sight were now a Torment. 
Lear. Behold that fimp'ring Lady, ſhe that ſtarts 
At Pleaſures Name, and thinks her Ear profan'd 
Wich the leaſt wanton Word; wou'd you believe it, 
The Fitcher, nor the pamper'd Steed goes to't | 
With ſuch a riotous Appetite: Down from the Waſte 
they are Centaurs, though Women all above; but to the 
Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends; 
there's Hell, there*sDarkneſs,the ſulphurousunfathom'd— 


Fic! Fie! Pah! —— An Ounce of Gvet, Apo- 
thecary, to ſweeten my Imagination. There's Mo- 


ney for thee. l 
Gloft. Let me kiſs that Hand. 
Lear. Let me wipe it firſt; it ſmells of Mortality. 
Gloſt. Speak, Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. 1 remember thy Eyes well cnough': Nay, 5 
I not e ak" me th 
Challenge, mark but the penning of 1t. 


Gloſt. Were all the Letters Suns, I cou'd not ſee. 

Edg. I wou'd not take this from 4 wretched 
What will thy Virtue do when thou ſhalt find (Cordelia! 
This freſh Affliction added to the T. 
Of thy unparallell'd Griefs. | 

Lear. Read. 


Gloft. What! with this Caſe of Eyes? 
Fear. O ho! Are you there with me? No Eyes in 
2 Head, and no Money in your Purſe? Yet you 1c 


Gf 


this World gass. 


Tour deareſt Daughter ſends 
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Gloſt. I ſee it ſeelingly. | 
Lear. What! Art mad! A Man may ſee how this 


World goes with no Eyes. Look with thy Ears; ſee 
how yon Juſtice rails on that — Thief; ſhake em 


together, and the firſt that Props, be it Thief, or Juſtice, 


is a Villian. Thou haſt feen a Farmer's Dog bark at 


a Beggar. 


Gloſt. Ay, Sir. F 

Lear. And the Man ran from the Cur ; there thou 
might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's 
obey'd in Office. Thou Raſcal, Beadle, hold up thy 
bloody Hand, why doſt thou laſh that Strumpet ? Thou 
hotly luſt'ſt to enjoy her in that Kind for which thou 
whip'ſt her; do, do, the Judge that ſentenc'd her has 
been before-hand with thee. : 

Gloſt. How ſtiff is my vile Senſe, that yields not yet? 

Lear. I tell thee the Uſurer hangs the Cour ner 
through tatter'd Robes ſmall Vices do appear ; Robes, 
and Fur-Gowns hide all : Place Sins with Gold ; why 
there tis for thee, my Friend, make much of it; it has 
the Power to ſeal the Accuſer's Lips. Get thee glaſs 


Eyes, and like a ſcurvy Politician, ſeem to ſee the 


Things thou doſt not. Pull, pull off my Boots ; hard, 


harder; ſo, ſo. 


Gloft. O Matter and Impertinency mixt? 
Reaſon in Madneſs. 
Lear. If thon wilt weep my Fortunes, take my Eyes, 
know thee well enough, thy Name is Gloſter. 
Thou muſt he patient, we come crying hither 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt Time that we taſte the Ait 
We wail and cry, IU preach to thee, mark: 
Ede. Break lab'ring Hearr. 
Lear. When we are born we cry that we are come 
To this great Stage of Fools. 
Enter Tevo-or Three Gentlemen. 
Gent. O! here he is; lay Hand upon him, Sir: 


Lear. No Retene ? What! A Priſoner ? I am eren 
the natural Fool of Fortune: Uſe me well, you ſhall 
have Ranſom. —— Let me have Surgeons? O! I am 
cut to th' Brains, | 
& 2 | Gent. 


ai 
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. _ Gloft. Vou ever gentle Gods take my Breath from me 
And tes Gt * b 


The Sword is out that muſt 1 thee 


Ea. Gagd — 
Volk paſs; and chu'd has bin zwagger'd out of my 


whether your Coftard, or my Ballow be th' harder. 


Gent. You ſhall have any Thing. 
Lear. No Seconds? Al my lf? I will die bravely | 
like a (mug Bridegroom, fluſh'd and pamper das a Prieft's I Som 


Whore... Jam a King, my Matters, know ye that Our 


Gent. ha are a 18 * 2 we r 

Lear. It were an exc t Stratagem to ſhoe a To 
of Horſe with Felt, L'Il put in proof. no Noiſe, ud | 
Noiſe.— Now will we fteal upon thefe Sons-in-Law, 
and then— Ky, kill, kill, Kill! Er. Running. 

Glo. R Sight moſt moving in the meaneſt Wretch, 


Paſt ſpeaking in a King. Now, good Sir, what are you ? 
Eg. A moſt po Ilan made tame 2 
And prone to pity by experienc d Sorrows; give me your 


(Hand. API 


not my ill Genius tempt me more 
To dic before you pleaſe 1 "PL 
Enter Goneril's GentJeman-Lſber. 


Gent. A proclaim'd Prize, O moſt happily met, 
Thar 892 E Het of thine was faxſt Kan; Fleſh 
To raiſe my Fortunes; thou old unhappy Traitor, 


Gift. Now let thy friendly Hand ꝑut Strength enough 
* * — bold e p ; (tot. 
r' thou ſupport a publiſh d Traitor? Hence, 
Left I deſtroy — — Let go his Arm. 
Eag. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther Caſion 
Gent. Let go, Slave, or thou dyeſ}. 
Gentleman go your Gate, and. let 


Life, it wou'd not a bin 20 long as tis by a Vort-Night. 
——— Nay, an' thou-com'ft near th' old Man, I'® try 


Gent Out Dunghil. | My E. 

* Eag.. Chill pick your Teeth, Zar ; come, no Matter Have { 

| oines. OF | Gen: 
Gent. Slave, thou haſt ſlain me; oh, untimely Death! Cord 

Et. I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villian, Lea, 

As duteous to the Vices of thy Miſtreſo, Ha! I 
As Luft cou'd wiſh. I know 
Gl. What! Is he dead? Be us'c 


"Ha 3 | * 


F 2 * 


- - Ede. Sit you, Sir, and reſt | 

y Kd, I Carrier, and 2 a 

3 Some Papers of Intelligence, that may ſtand Wo. 

Our Party in good ſtead to know —— What's here? | \i 

[Takes a Letter out of his Pocket; opens, and reads» 1 

p To Edmund Earl of Gloſter. 14 
10 


Let our mutual Loves be vemember'd, you have i j 
W. Opportunities to cut him of. f be veiurn the 1 
g. Con „ then I am ſtill a Priſoner, and bis 1 
Bed my Goal; from the lathd Warmth of "i 
a? | which deliver me, and ſupply the Place for your * 
es, Labour. : 
ur Goneril. 


nd. A Plot upon her Husband's Life, 
me, And the Exchange my Brother ! Here 1” th* Sands 
I'll rake thee up, thou Meſſenger of Luft, 
Griev d only that thou hadſt no other Deaths-Man. 
In Time and Place convenient I'll produce 
Theſe Letters to the Sight of th' injur d Duke, 
As beſt ſhall ſerve our Purpoſe ; come, your Hand. 
ar of methinks I hear the beaten Drum, p 
Come, Sir, I will beftow you with a Friend. ¶ Dreunt 
ugh A Chamber. Lear aſleep on a Conch; Cordelia, and © 
toit. Attendants ſtamding by bim. 
Cord. His Sleep is ſound, and may have good Eſſect 
To cure his jarring Senſes, and repair | 
fron. © This Breach of Nature. 
Phyſ. We have employ'd the utmoſt Pow'r of Art, 
or | And this deep Reſt will perfect our Deſign. 
my Gord. O Regun, Goneril ! Inhuman Siſters, 
ight. Had he not been your Father, theſe white Hairs 
& try Had challeng'd ſure ſome Pity ? Was this a Face 
x To be expos'd againſt the jarring Winds? 
| My Enemy's Dog, though he had bit me, ſhou'd (to him. 
latter ¶ Have food that Night againſt my Fire.— He wakes, ſpeak 
Gent. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt. (jeſty 2 
eth?! Cord: How do's my royal Lord? How fairs your Ma- 
| Lear. Yon do me irons to take me out o th' Grave. 
Ha ! Is this too a World of Crueky ? . | 
I know my Privilege, think not that I will 
Be us'd like a wreiched Mortal ? No, 
E';| No more of that. | Cord, 
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Cord. 8 to me, Sir, whom am T ? 
Lear. You arc'a Soul in Bliſs, but I am bound 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, which my own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. | 
Cord. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. You are a Spirit, I know; where did you die ? 
Cord. Still, fall, far wide. | (compos'd. 
Phy{. Madam he's fcarce awake ; he'll ſoon grow more 
Lear. Where have I been? Where am I ? Fair Day- The 
Lam mightily abus d, I ſhou'd even die with Pity (Light ! O fo 


To fee another thus. I will not ſwear Like 
Theſe are my Hands. Storr 

Cord. O look upon me, Sir, That 
And hold your Hands in Bleſſing over me; nay, In hi 
You muſt not kneel. with 

Lear. Pray do not mock me. I'll at 
I am a very fooliſh fond old Man, Fight 


Fourſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly with you, Such 
I fear I am not in my perfe& Mind. : 
Cord. Nay, then farewel to Patience: Witneſs for me Tis y 
Ye mighty Pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd till now ! Rever 
Lear. Methinks I ſhou'd know you, and know this Man, | 
Yer I am douhtful, for I am mainly ignorant 


What Place this is, and all the Skill I have & 

Remembers not theſe Garments ; nor do I know . 8&5 x» 
Where I did fleep laſt Night. Pray do not mock me, | &5 © 
Far, as I am a Man, I think that Lady '* BY 


Ts be my Child Cordelia. 

Cord. 0 my dear, dear Father | 

Lear. Be your Tears wet? Yes faith; pray do not weep, 
T know I have _ rhee Cauſe, and am fo humbled. 
With Croſſes ſince, that I cou'd ask 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible 
Fhat thou cou'dſt grant it; — I'm well aſſur'd 
Thou can ſt not; therefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice, 


If thou haſt Poyſon for me I will drink it, Cor. & 

Bleſs thee, and die. 

Cd. O pity, Sir, a bleeding Heart, and ceaſe * 

This killing Language. 2 
Lear. T1 me, Friends, where am I ? 


Gent. In your own Kingdom, Sir. 
» Ho Tear. 


oy 


Lear. 
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Lear. Do not abuſe me. | 
Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, for the Violence 

Of his Diſtemper's paft ; we'll lead him in, 

Nor trouble him, *rill he is better ſettled. 

Wil't pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer Air? | 
Lear. You muſt bear with me, I am Old and Fooliſh. mm 

: [They lead bim off ] | 
l 


Cord. The Gods reſtore you. —Heark, I hear afar 
The beaten Drum, Old ems a Man of 's Word. 7 
O for an Arm | 27 | 'v 
Like the fierce Thunderer's, when the Earth-born Sons 4 
Storm'd Heav'n, to fight this injur'd Father's Bartle 
That I cou'd ſhift my Sex, and die me deep 
In his Oppoſer's Blood ! But as I mays 
with Womens Weapons, Piety and Pray'rs, 

I'll aid his Cauſe.——Y ou never erring Gods 
Fight = his Side, 2 N 2 " 
Such Tempeſts as hi r ag uſtain 
Your Ra ay te N 4.— bleeds. 

Tis your own Caufe, for that your Succors bring, 


Revenge your ſelves, and right an injur'd King. 
End of the Furth Act. 
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Enter Goneril and Attendants. 


Gon. $333 UR Siſter's Pow'rs already are arriv'd, . , 
= 3 And ſhe herſelf has promis'dto prevent 
py oz The Night with her Approach: Have 


ou provided 
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Att. So, pleaſe your Grace, we have. 
Son. But thou, my Priſoner, muſt 
That Crowns this Banquet, when our Mirth is High, 
The Trumpets ſounding, and the Flates replying, . 
Then is the Time to give this fatal Draught 

To this Imperious Sifter if then our Arms ſucceed, 
Edmund, more dear then Victory, is mine. 

But if Defeat, or Death it ſelf attend me, 

*T will charm my Ghoſt to think I've left behind me, 


No happy Rival. Heark, ſhe comes. (Trumpet. [Exeunt. 


Enter Baſtard in bis Tent. 

Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love, 
Each jealous of the other, as the Stung 
Are of the Adder; neither can be held 
If both remain alive; where ſhall I fix ? 
Corneal is dead, and Regan's empty Bed 
Seems caſt by Fortune he me, but already 
I have enjoy d her, and bright Goneril 
With equal Charms brings dear Variety, 
And yet untaſted Beauty: I will uſe 
Her Husband's Countenance for the Battle, then 
Uſurp at once his Bed and Throne. [Enter Officer!, 
My truſty Scouts y are well return'd ; have ye delcry'c 
The Strength and Poſture of the Enemy: 
Off. We have, and were ſurpriz'd to find 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd, and at their Head; 
Your Brcther Edgar on the Rear; old Gloſter 

A moving Spectacle) led through their Ranks, 

hoſe pow'rful Tongue, and more prone IV ron 
Have ſo enrag'd their ruſtick Spirits, that w1 
Th' apptoaching Dawn we muſt expect their Battle. 

Baſt. You bringa welcome Hearing; each to his Charge 
Line well your Kanks, and ftand on your Award, 
To Night repoſe you, i th' Morn we ll give 
The Sun a Sight that ſhall be worth his riſing. [ZN 


SCE NE a Valey near the Camp. 
Emer Edgar and Gloſter. 
Egg. Here, Sir, you take the Shadow of this Tree 
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For your good Hoſt; pray that the Right may thrive: 
If ever TI return to you again | 
ou bring you Comfort. | Exit. 
„ oo hanks, friendly Sir; 
. The Fortune your good Cauſe deſerves betide you. 
An Alarm; after which Gloſter ſpeaks. 
7 The Fight zrows hot; the whole War's now at work, 
And the hart d Bartle bleeds in every Vein. 
Whilſt rums and Trumpets drown loud Slaughters Roar; 
Mnerc's Gloſter now that us'd to head the Fray, 
eum. And ſcour tue Ranks where deadlieſt Danger yr 
Here, like a Shepherd, in a lonely Shade, 
Idle, unarm' d, and liſtening to the Fight; 
Yer the diſabled Courſer, maim'd and blind, 
When to the Stall he hears the ratling War, 
Foaming with Rage, tears up the batter'd Ground, 
And tugs for Liberty. 
No more of Shelter, thou blind Worm, bur forth 
To th' open Field, the War may come this Way, 
And cruth thee into Reſt. Here he thee down, 
And tear the Earth, that Work befts a Mole. 
O dark Deſpair ! When, Edgar, wilt thou come 
. To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the Grave? [.4 Retreat 
cr) Wl Heark ! A Retreat, the King has loſt, or won. ( ſounded. 
» '* Re-enter Edgar, bloody. 
Ede. Away, old Man, give me your Hand, away! 
King Lear has loſt; he and his Daughter ta'en, 
And this, ye Gods, is all that I can fave 
Of this moſt precious Wreck; give me your Hand. 
Gloſt. No Ether, Sir, a Man may rot, even here. 
Eg. What! In ill Thoughts again? Men muſt en- 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither. (dure 
Gloſt. And that's true too. __ [Exeunt. 
Flourijh, Enter in Conqueſt, 8 Goneril, Regan, 
Baſtard. Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Priſoners. 


Alb: It is enough to have conquer'd, Cruelt | 
Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the Fight. Captain o th Guards, 


b Treat well your royal Priſoners *till you have 
Our farther Orders, as you hold our Pleaſure. 
Gon. Heark ! Sir, not as you hold our Husband's Plea- 
lure, | [To the Captain aſide. 
| But 
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But as you hold your Life, diſpatch your Pris' 

Our Empire can have no ſure 8 x Ar - mY 

But in their Death, the Earth that covers them 

Binds faſt our Throne. Let me hear they are dead. 
r 7 fe | 

Sir, 1 approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 

| Sent of Bek upon this Af x ws King, 
Whoſe Mr Charms in it, his Title more, 
Fo draw the Commons once more to his Side, 

"T were belt prevent — 
Alb.” Sir, by your Favour, 8 

I hold you but a Subject of this War, 

Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we liſt to him. 
Have fp forgot that he did lead our Pow'rs; 
Bore the Commiſſion of our Place and Perſon ? 

And that Authority may well ſtand up, 

And call it ſelf your Brother. 
Gen. Not ſo hot, 

In his own Merits be exalts himſelf 

More than in your Addition. 

* Enter Edgar diſg1is'd. 

- A. 2 Wr 4 

Pardon me, Sir, t reſume to 
A Pahber and Conqueror, yet _ you Wind 


Give Ear to what a Stranger can deliver 


Of what concerns you more than Triumph can. 

I do impeach, your General there of Treaſon, 
Lord Edmund, that uſurps the Name of Gloſter, 

Of fouleſt Practice gainſt your Life and Honour; 
This Charge is true, and wretched though I ſcem, 


I can produce a Champion that will prove 


n ſingle Combat what I do avouch: 
f Edmund dares but truſt his Cauſe and Sword. 


Baſt. | 

Th Se that you'd inſtantly appoint 
ba Place where I may meet x 0 Challenger, | 
Whom I will Gerthce to my wrong'd Fame ; | 
Remember, Sir, that injur d Honour's nice, 
And cannot brook delay. - * ; 


- Ab. Anon, before oar Tent, i“ th Army's View, " 


There let the Herald cry. 


What will not Zumund dare! My Lord, I beg 
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Eg. I thank poor Highneſs in my Champion's Name, | 


He'lt wait your Trumpet's Call. 
Alb; Lead. [Exennt. 
 Manent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, guarded 
Lear. O Kent, Cordelia ! f | 
You are the only Pair that Ie er wrong'd, 
And the juſt Gods have made you Witneſſes 
Of my Drſgrace, the very Shame of Fortune, 
To ſee me chain'd and ſhackl'd at theſe Years! 
Yet were you but Spectators of my Woes, 
Not Fellow-Sufferers, all were well! 
Cord. This Language, Sir, adds yet to our Affliction. 
Lear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the Troops that fought 
Expos'd thy Life and: Fortunes for a Maſter (my Battle, 
That bad (as I remember) baniſh'd thee. 
Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once I broke your Orders; 


Baniſh'd by you, 1 hept me here diſguis d 


To watch your Fortunes, and protect your Perſon ; 
You know you entertain'd a rough blunt Fellow, 


One Cajus, and you thought he did you Service. 
Lear. My Cajus, I have loſt him too! [Heeps. 
"Twas a rough Honeſty. 


Kent. I was that Cajwr, . 
Diſguis d in that courſe Dreſs, to follow you. 
Lear. My Cajus too! Wer't thou my truſty Cajus? 
Enough, enough. 
Cord. Ah me, he faints! his Blood forſakes his Cheek, 
Help, Kent. ———— 
Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 
We'll ſee them rot firſt. Guards, lead away to Priſon; 
Come Kent, Cordelia, come; | 
We two will fit alone, like Birds i'th' : 
When thou doſt ask me Bleſſing, I'll kneel down 
And ask of thee Forgiveneſs; thus we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old Tales, and laugh 
At guilded Butter-Flics, hear Sycophants 
Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes and who wins, who's in, who's out, 
And take upon us the Myſtery of Things 
As if we were Heay'ns Spies. | 
Cord. Upon ſuch — | 
| . by | The 
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Took their Diſcharge ; now let our Trumpets 
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The Gods themſelves throw Incenſe. 

Lear. Have 1 ay 
He that parts us muſt bring a Brand from Heav'n: 


Together we'll out-toil the Spight of Hell, 
And die the Wonders of the World; away. | 
| ; * e ded. 
Fleuriſh. Enter before the Tents, Albany, neril, 
Regan, Guard and Attendants ; 8 ing a- 
part to the Captain of the Guards ent ring. (mand 
Son. Here's Gold for thee, thou know'f our late Com- 


Upon your Pris ners Lives; about it ſtreight, and at 
Our Ev'ning Banquet let it raiſe our Mirth, 
are dead. 

Capt. I ſhall not fail your Orders. [Ex. 

- Albany, Goneril, Regan, take their Seats. 

Alb. Now, Glofter, truſt to thy fingle Vertue, for thy 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name +: "yh 


And Herald read out this. Herald read. 
1 Man of Quality, within the Lifts of the 

4 ry, evill — Edmund, ſuppos'd 

Earl of Gloſter, that be is a manifold Traitor, 

let bim appear by the third Sound of the Trum- 

pet; he is bold in his Defence. Agen, 


agen. [Trumpets anſwers from within. 
| Enter Edgar arm d. 
Alb. Lord Edgas ! 
"Baſt. Ha! My Brother . 


This is the only Combatant that I cou'd fear? 
For in my Breaſt Guilt duels on his Side, 
But, Conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 
Awe thou thy dull legitimate Slaves, but I 
Was born a Libertine, and ſo I keep me. 
Eig. My Noble Prince, a Word;——'cre-we engage 


Into your Highneſo's Hands I give this Paper, 


That if my 8 


Thy Arm may do thee Juſtice: ere i th Preſence 


It will the Truth of my Impeachment prove, 
What ever be my Fortune in the Fight. 
Ab. We ſhall peruſe it. 

Egg. Now Edmund, draw thy Sword, 
peech has wrong d a noble [eart, 


Of 


gage 


Of 


Thou art a 
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Of chis high Prince, theſe Queens, and this crown'd Lift, 


I brand thee with the ſpotred Name of Traitor. - 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy Father, and thy Brother, 
And what 1s more, thy Friend, falſe to this Prince: 
If then thou ſhar'ft a Spark of Glofter's Virtue, 
Acquit thy ſelf; or if thou ſhar'tt his Courage, 
Meet this Defiance bravely. 
Baſt. And dares Erpar, | 
The beaten routed Edgar, brave his Conquerour ? 
From all thy Troops and Thee I forc'd the Field, 
Thou haft loſt the gen'ral Stake, and art thou now 
Come with thy petty ſingle Stock to play 
This after Game ? | 
Edg. Halt-blooded Man, 
Thy Father's Sin firſt, then his Puniſhment; 
The dark and vicioùs Place where he begot thee 
Colt him his Eyes; from thy licentious Mother 
Thou draw'ft thy Villany; but for thy Part, | 
Of Glofter's Blood, I hold thee worth my Sword. 
Baſt. Thou bear'ft thee on thy Mother's Piety, 
Which I deſpiſe; thy Mother being chaſte > 
Gra thou art but Gers Son; 
But mine, diſdaining Conſtancy, leaves me 
To hope that I am ſprung from nobler Blood, 
And poſhbly a King might be my Sire: 
But be my Birth's uncertain Chance as twill, 
Who tas that had the Hit to Father me 
T know not; tis enough that I am I: 
Of this one Thing I'm certain, that I have 
A daring Soul, and ſo have at thy Hearr. 
Sound Trumpets. (Fight, Baſtard falls, 
Gon. and Reg. Save him, ſave him, F 
Gon. This was Practice, Gloſter, | 
Thou won'ſt the Field, and was not bound to 5 
» 


A vanquiſh'd Enemy. Thou art not conquer 
But couz'ned and betray'd. 
Alb. Shut your Mouth, Lady, 


Or with this Paper I ſhall ſtop 1t. — Hold, Madam, : 
Thou worſe than any Name, read thy own Evil; 'Y 
No Tearing, Lady, I perceive you know it. 
Gor. Say, if Ido, who ſhall arraign me for't? 
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The Laws are mine, not thine. "og 
Alb. Moſt monſt rous! Ha! Thou know'ſt it too? 
Baſt. Ask me not what I know, 

T have not Breath to anſwer idle 6 porn 

Alb. I am reſolv'd your Right, brave Sir, has 
conquer d. | [To Edgar. 
Along with me, I muſt conſult your Father. [Ex. Albany 
Reg. Helpevery Hand to ſavea noble Life; (and Edg. 
My half o'th' Kingdom for a Man of Skill 

To ſtop this precious Stream. 
Baſt. Away ye Empyricks, 
Torment me not with your vain Offices ; 
The Sword has pierc'd too far; Legitimacy 
At laft has got it. . 
Reg. The Pride of Nature dies, 
Gon. Away, the Minutes are too precious, 
Diſturb us not with thy impertinent Sorrow. 

Reg. Art thou my Rival then profeſt ? 

Gon. Why, was our Love a Secret ? Cou'd there be 
Beauty like mine, and Gallantry like his, _ . 
And not a mutual Love? gui Nature then 
Had err'd. Bchold that Copy of Perfection, 
That Youth whoſe Story wil have no foul Page, 
But where it ſays he ſtoopt to Regan's Arms: 
Which yet was but Compliance, not Affection; 
A Charity to begging, ruin'd Beauty ! 

* Reg. Who begg'd when Goneril writ that? Expoſe it. 
| [JJ roco ber a Letter. 
And let it be your Army's Mirth, as 'twas 
This charming Youth's and mine, when in the Bow'r 
He breath'd the warmeſt <a. Php Love 5, abs 
* ing on my Breaſt, cry'd, matchleſs Regan 
That Generel and wow hou'd cer be kin! 

Gon. Die, Circe, for thy Charms are at an End, 
Expire before my Face, and let me ſee | 
How well that boaſted Beauty will become | 
Congealing Blood, and Dearh's convulſive Pangs: 
Die and be huſh'd, for at my Tent laſt Night 
Thou drank*ft thy Bane, amidſt thy rev'ling Bowls : 
Ha! Doft thou ſmile? Is then thy Dearh thy Sport ? 
Or has the truſty Potiou made thee mad? 


* 
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Reg. Thou com'ſt as ſhort of me in thy Revenge, 
As in my Gleſter's Love; my Jealouſy 
Inſpir d me to prevent thy feeble Malice, 
And poiſon thee at thy own Banquet. 


as Gon. IIa! 

r. Baſt. No more, my 1 of this untimely Strife, 
* You both defery'd my Love, and both poſſeſt it. 

8· Come, Soldiers, bear me in; and let 


Your Royal Preſence grace my laſt Minutes; 

Now, Edgar, thy proud Conqueſt I forgive; 

Who wou nor chuſe, like me, to yield his Breath 

T have Rival Queens contend for him in Death? [Ex. 


SCENE, 4 Priſon. 


ear aſleep, with his Head on Cordelia's Lap.. 


Cord. What Toils, thou wretched King, haſt thou en- 
Do make thee draw, in Chains, a Sleep fo found ? (dur'd 
Thy better Angel charm thy raviſh'd Mind 
With fancy'd Freedom; Peace is ns'd to lodge 


On Cottage Straw. Thou haſt the Beggar's Bed, 


And now, my £:gar, i remember thee, 


it. What Fate has ſci- d thee in this general Wreck 

er. I know nor, but Lknow thou muit be wretched, 
Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. (Image 

- O Gods! A ſudden Gloom o'er-whelms me, and the 


Of Death o'er-ſpreads the Place.—Ha ! Who are theſe } 
1 | Enter Captain ard Othcers with Cords. 
_ "Cpt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch, already you are paid 
In Fart, the Beſt of your Reward's to come. 
Lear. Charge, charge upon their Flank,their laſt Wing, 

Puſh, puſh the Battle, and the Day's our own, (halts. 

Their Ranks are broke, down with .Mbony. 

Who holds my Hands: O thou deceiving Sleep, 

I was tins very Minute on the Chace; 

And now a Priſoner here. What mcan the Slaves ? 

You will not murther me: 
Leg - F 3 Cord. 


— 


Therefore ſhoud'ſt have the Beggar's careleſs Thouglit. 
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Cord. Ilelp, Earth and Heaven 
For your Soul's Sake, dear Sirs, and for the Gods. 
| 00. No Tears, good Lady, no pleading againſt Gold 
Come, Sirs, make ready your Cords. (and Preferment. 

Cord. You, Sir, I'lI ſeize, 
an 2 a 2 122 and if no . 

touch your Soul to ſpare a poor 's Life, 
If there — Thing — you hold fr, 
By that I beg you to diſpatch me firft. 

Capt. Com by with her Requeſt ; diſpatch her firft. 

Lear. Off Hell-Hounds,by the Gods I charge you ſpare 
Tis my Cordelia, my true pious 4 > +> : (her; 
No pity ? Nay, then take an old Man's Vengeance. 

Sratches a Pariijan, and ſtrikes down mo of them ; 

the Reſt quit Cordelia, and turn upon kim 
Enter Edgar and Albany. 
Eg. Death! Hell! Ye Vultures, hold your impious 
Or take a ſpecdier Death than you wou'd give. (Hands, 
Capt. By whoſe Command ? 
| Ele Behold the Duke, your Lord. 
Alb. Guards, ſeize thoſe Inſtruments of Cruelty. 
Cord. My Edgar, O! 
Edg. My dear Cordelia Lucky was the Minute 
Of our Approach, the Gods have weigh'd our Suff rings ; 
WW are the Fire, and now muſt ſhine to Age:. 

Gent. Look here, my Lord, ice were the generous 
Has ſlain two of em. (King 

Lear. Did I nor, Fellow? 
I've ſeen the Day, with my good biring Faulchion 
I-cou'd have made em skip: I am Old now, 

And theſe vile Croſſes f me; out of Breath. 
Fie, oh! quite out of Breath, and ſpent. 

Al. Bring in old Kent; and, Edgar, guide you hither 
Your Father, whom you ſaid was near, {Exit Edgar. 
He may be an Ear-Witneſs as the leaſt 
Of our Proceedings. [Kent brought in here. 

Lear. Who are you? 

My Eyes are none o'rh Beſt, I'll tell you ftreight ; 

Oh Albany Well, Sir, we are your Captives, 
Aud you are come to ſee Death paſs upon us. 


Why this Dclay. —— Or 1s't your Highnefs's Pleaſure 
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My poor Cordelia here, O pity. 
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To give us firſt the Torture? Say ye ſo? | 
Why here's old Kent and I, as tough a Pair .. 
As er bore Tyrants Stroke. But my Cordelia, „ 
5 

Alb. Take off their Chains. Thou injur'd Majeſty, 
The Wheel of Fortune now has made her Circle, 
And Bleſſings yet ſtand 'twixt thy Grave and thee. 

Lear. Conn thou inhuman Lord, to ſooth us back 
To a Fool's Paradice of Hope, to make 
Our Doom more wretched : Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted with Misfortune to be gull'd 
With lying Hope ; no, we will hope no more. 

Alb. I havea Tale, t' unfold fo full of Wonder 
As cannot meet an caſy Faith; 
But by that Royal injur'd Head ' tis true. 

Kent. What —. our Highneſs? | 

Alb. Know, the noble Edgar | 
Impeach'd Lord Edmund, ſince the Fight, of Treaſon, 5 


And dar'd him for the Proof to ſingle Combat, 


In which the Gods confirm'd his Charge by Conqueſt; 
I left ev'n now the Traitor wounded — 1 8 
Lear. And whether tends this Story ? 
Ab. Ere they fought 
Lord Edgar gave into my [Hands this Paper, 
A blacker Scrowl of Treaſon, and of Luſt, 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell; 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the Character 
Of Goneril, the worſt of Daughters, but 
More vicious Wife: »# 
Cord. Cou'd there be yet Addition to their Guilt 1. 
What will not they that wrong a Father do? | | 
Alb. Since then my Injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 


E. 


* 


I have reſoly'd the ſame Redreſs for both. 

Kent. What ſays my Lord: 

Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
The charming Voice of a deſcending God. | | 
Ab. The Troops, by Acnund rais'd, I have disbanded; 
Thoſe that remain are under my Command. | 
What Comfort may be brought to chear your A N 
And heal your ſavage Wrongs, ſhall be apply dd. 
For to your Majeſty we do reſign Fo 
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* a + Your e. fave what Part your ſelf conferr'd 
on us in Marriage. a 
Kent. Hear you that, my Liege? 
3 Cord. Then the are Gods, and Virtue is their Care. 
TLoecr. Ist poſſible? 
| Let the Spheres ſtop their Courſe, the Sun make halt, 
The Winds be huſh'd, the Seas and Fountains reſt ; 
Al Nature pauſe, and liſten to the Change. 
Where is my Kent, my Cajus? 
Kent. Here, my ＋ 2 
Lear. Why I have News that will recal thy Youth; 
Ha! Didſt thou hear't, or did th inſpiring 
Whiſper to me alone? Old Lear be 
A King again. 
Kent. Ihe Prince, that like a God has Pow'r, has ſaid 
Lear. Cerdelia then ſhall be a Queen, mark that: (it. 
Cordelia ſhall be a Queen; Winds catch the Sound, 
And bear it on your roſy Wings to Heay'n. 
Cordelia 1s a Queen. 
Re-enter Edgar with Gloſter. 
A. Look, Sir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leading his Eye-leſs Father. O my Liege! 
His wond'rous Story will deſerve your Leiſure; 
What he has done and ſuffer'd for your Sake; 
What for the fair Cordelia's. | 
Gleft. Where's my Liege? Conduct me to his Knees, 
His ſecond Birth of Empire; my dear Edgar (to hail 
Has, with himſelf, reveaFd the King's bleſt Reſtauration. 
ky Lear. My poor dark Gloſter. ? 
| Slot. O ſet me kits that once more ſceptred Hand! 
Lear. Hold, thou miſtak'ſt the Majeſty, kneel here; 
Gordelia has our Pow'r, Cordelia's Queen. 
Speak, is not that the noble ſuff'ring Edgar? - 
| Gleſt. My pious Son, more dear than my loſt Eyes. 
. Lear. I wrong'd him oy but oy the _ — i 
BB. Ed. Your Leave, my Liege, for an unwelcome Meſ- 
by. . (but that's a Trifle), expir'd; (tage. 
WEE AWVhar morc will touch you, your imperious Daughters, 
EE Rareriland haughty Regan, both are dead, 
r the other poiſon'd at a Banquet; 
ERR dying, they confer, 
ROE 3s Cord, 
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A Pang of Nature for their wretched Fall 
Thou ſerv'dft diſtreſt Cordelia; take her crown'd ; 


A 
8 FF a . bt 
: * 
* ” 7 Y 
= N - \ 

: N Fo 


NX LE AR: © 
Cord. O fatal Period of ill govern'd Life! 
Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my Heart feels yet 


But, Edgar, I defer thy Joys too long: 


Th' imperial Grace freſh blooming on her B row,; 
Nay, Gloſter, thou haſt here a Father's Right, | 
Thy helping Hand t heap BI on their Heads. 
ent. Old Kent throws in his hearty Wiſhes too. 
Edg. The Gods and you too largely Recompence 
What I have done; the Gift ſtrikes Merit dumb. 
Cord. Nor do I bluſh to own my ſelf o'er-paid 
For all my Suff rings paft. 
Gleft. Now, gentle _—_ Gloſter his Diſcharge.. 
Lear. No, Gloſter, thou Bufinels yet for Life ; 
Thou, Kent, I, retir'd to ſome'cloſe Cell 
Will gently paſs. our ſhort Reſerves of Time 
In calm RefleEtions-on- our Fortunes paſt, 
Cheer'd with Relation of the proſperous Reign 
Of this celeſtial Pair; thus our Remains 
Shall in an even Courſe of Thoughts be paſt, 
Enjoy the preſent Hour, nor fear the laſt. 
Our 1 now erects her Head, 
Peace ſpreads her y Wings, and Plenty blooms. 
Divine Cordelia, all the Gods can witneſs - 
How much thy Love to Empire I prefer! -_ 5 
Thy bright Example ſhall convince the World : 
Whatever Storms of Fortune are decreed) 
hat Truth and Virtue ſhall at laſt ſucceed. . 
| Er. Om. 
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T Neonftan, the reigning Sin 0'th* Age, 
Wi I ſc carce . true Lovers on the Stage, 
Tou hardly ex'n in Plays with ſuch diſpence, 
And Poets kill *em in their own Defence. 


Ms one bold Proof I was reſolv d to give, 


"That I cou d three Hours Conſtancy out- live. 


Vu fear, perhaps, ubilſt on the Stage w'are made 
Such Saints, we ſhall indeed take up the Trade; 
| Sometimes we threaten, —but our Virtue may 


Bir Truth 1 fear with your Pit-Valour weigh. 


3 For (wot to flatter either ) I much doubt 


When we are off the Stage, and you are out, 


A I 9 Mr are mit quite fo Coy, nor you ſo Stout. 


= talk of Nunneries——but to be fincere - 
1 lives to ſee us cloyſter*d there, 


be to meet our Criticks at Tangier, 
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£PILOGUE. 

. B= Shame give over this inglorious Trade 
Of worrying Poets, and go maul ih Alcade. 
Well fince y are all for bluſt ring in the Pit, 
The Play's Reviver humbly do's admit 
Your abs Iute Pow r to damm his Part of it, 
But fill ſo many Maſter-Touches ſhine A 
Of that vaſt Hand that firſt laid this Deſign, 4 
That ingreat Shakeſpear”s Right, be*s bold to ſays 3 

de Jou like nothing you have ſeen to Day, 

| The Play your Judgment damnms, not you the Play, 
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